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2007) 
series 
. Violence at the 

of the World,” was very informative, not only in 
explaining what these books were about, but showing 
the (nefarious) basis of their appeal. 

By contextualizing the books amid other post-apocalyptic 
narratives, she gave me a better idea of how to situate 
the writing. I found especially interesting, although 
difficult to interpret, the point that most readers are 
Southern white women. (I think that was her point, 
although it may have been those were three separate 
groups of readers: Southerners, whites, and women.) 


FIFTH ESTATE BENEFIT: Bill Blank, accompanied by Kevin “Slim” Williams 
and Dean Western (not shown), performing music of the Blanks, a stalwart 
of the ‘90s anarcho/punk/rock scene in Detroit, at the Motor City Brewing 
Works, Dec. 27. 

Benefits like this help the magazine financially, plus bring out friends and 
supporters to meet in a face-to-fact setting to hear good music and/or 
poetry. If you want to do one in your community, let us know and we’ll 
send you some magazines to pass out or sell. 


If it is the former, then I’m surprised there are so many 
of them as to make these books such best sellers. I 
would also wonder why such a group is particularly 
attracted, due to their place in the economy, to this 
brand of evangelism. 


The violence angle would seem to make them more 
attractive to underemployed white males, the type that 
Susan Faludi in Backlash distinguishes as making up the 
ranks of the anti-abortion leadership. 


Could it be that the inverted logic that Curtis finds in the 
Left Behind books - that the true Christians have already 
been raptured when the books open and so the only 
people left are stray lambs that have sinned but may be 
on the road to redemption - gives female readers license 
to view the carnage as distanced from them in a way 
male readers would not need? 


Jim Feast 
New York City 
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are committed to non-dogmatic, action-oriented 
writing and activity to bring about a new world. 
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magazine as an expression of our resistance to 
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No copyright. No paid staff. 
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To our readers: 

When you add a donation to our prisoner/GI fund with your subscription, it often has an 
impact beyond one’s expectation. See the letters below: 


Dear Comrades: 

Greetings from the Texas gulag! I recently 
received an old copy (Spring 2005) of your 
excellent magazine from an Austin Books 
for Prisoners program. I have considered 
myself to be an anarchist/anti-authoritarian 
for many years (I have “Enemy of the State” 
tattooed on my chest), so I was especially 
taken by your publication’s spirit. 

Unfortunately, I no longer have family 
outside (I’m 50 and have been down 20 
years on a drug-related petty theft charge), 
so I have no means to order a subscription. 

Is there any way you can donate a 
subscription? If you can, you can; if you 
can’t, you can’t. Either way, I respect what 
you’re doing. 

RO, Huntsville, Texas 


Dear Fifth Estate: 

The time has come for me to ask you to 
continue my free prisoner subscription. 

I didn’t think I would be a prisoner for the 
last 11 years, but, boy, was I wrong. Your 
writings have been there for me almost the 
whole time and since I am not done yet 
(someday), would you please extend my 
subscription for another year. 

I read and reread your writings, then I make 
sure other likeminded cons get a hold of 
your magazine. So, maybe as many as 20 
people read every issue you send me. 

Thank you. 

PC 

Avenal State Prison 
Avenal, California 







































ISSUE #378: MONEY 



The ultimate representation; the symbol of all that is alienated in the modern world; the driving force of 
pathological greed; the whip that coerces wage labor; the basis of wars. Ten million millionaires world-wide 
control $37.2 trillion dollars in financial assets assuring a planet of immiseration for billions of people. 

We seek articles, anecdotal or analytical, short fiction and non-fiction, and art, on the theme of the role money 
plays in our individual and collective economic lives, as well as essays, articles, and artwork on general themes. 

Deadline: April 31 for proposals 
Send proposals to fe @ fifthestate.org or 
PO. Box 201016, Ferndale MI 48220 
Publication date: June 2008 




ISSUE #379: 
PLAY 

Ten years ago, play as a 
revolutionary concept captured 
our imaginations when an 
infectious spirit of playful 
experimentation and exuberance 
animated the anarchist/ 
underground milieu in the pre- 
Seattle period. Riding this wild 
and playful energy, we were 
created seeds of an insurrectionary alternative reality that would 
one day replace or overthrow the dominant system. Back then, the 
physical, political, ideological, and imaginal spaces seemed to be 
opening to us. 


to keep whatever ground we may have gained, or at least to cut our 
losses? Do sobering times require sober solutions, or is a renewed 
spirit of playful experimentation exactly what we need right now? 

How do we make playful approach more useful or essential when 
confronting the system or exploring alternatives to it? How does 
the ethic, attitude, or practice of play inform, invigorate, animate, 
deepen, or become one with our politics? What separates serious 
play from mere frivolity? How can we make “play” a deeper and 
wiser and more inclusive concept that ever before? How can, and 
how do, anti-authoritarians everywhere tap into and thrive on the 
creative vitality of play? 

In this spirit of experimentation, creativity, performance, 
spontaneity, transformation, exuberance, conviviality, and giddiness, 
we seek articles, accounts and artwork, fiction and non-fiction, on 
the theory and practice of play in all its forms, as well as essays, 
articles, and artwork on general themes. 



Since then, we’ve suffered more than a few blows, considerably 
shrinking the climate of possibility in North America into a situation 
more conservative, defensive, fearful. Are we on the defensive, just 
fighting to hang on to whatever sense of validity we have, fighting 


Deadline: for proposals July 1 
Send proposals to fe @ fifthestate.org or 
PO. Box 201016, Ferndale MI 48220 
Publication date: October 2008 
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POLICE TERRORIZE 


EARTH FIRSTiER IN OHIO 


Just before midnight one night 
in early February, Cincinnati 


Earth First! organizer (and 
longtime Fifth Estate friend) 
Marie Mason was terrorized 
by cops after her 16 year-old 
daughter discovered a cop 
fumbling with equipment 
underneath her automobile. 
Shortly thereafter, the same 
plainclothes cop and a 
uniformed henchman broke 
into Mason’s home; when confronted, they claimed to be searching 
for “prowlers” who were stealing “catalytic converters” from cars in 
the neighborhood and then they hastily left the scene. 

Recalling the attempt made by the FBI and the Oakland Police 
Department to murder Judi Bari with a car bomb in 1990, Mason 
immediately searched the undercarriage of her car and found 
a magnetically-mounted police GPS tracking unit. When Mason 
removed the device, a large unmarked pickup truck roared out 
of the dark, jumping the curb into the front yard and spewing out 
a number of plainclothes police with pistols drawn. Identifying 
themselves as narcotics officers, they ordered Mason, 
her daughter, and a friend to the ground at gunpoint in 
order to take back the tracking device before roughly 
questioning the trio for half an hour—at one point, 
one of the undercover cops called Mason’s daughter by 
name and demanded to know why her regular routine 
for that night had changed at the last minute. Six more 
police soon showed up as Mason continued to deny 


consent for a search of her home by the anonymous gunmen. As 
police left, they threatened to return with a search warrant; later 
that night, plainclothes cops in the unmarked pickup truck did 
return to Mason’s house, but no warrant was served and they were 
observed depositing a passenger who then ran into the backyard to 
places unknown. 

This is not the first time that Mason has been harassed by State 
thugs since repeatedly refusing FBI requests “to remove herself as 
a suspect” through “voluntary interviews” about ELF actions in the 
Midwestern US. She has been the object of Federal raids in the past 
stemming from her involvement in the struggle against the neoliberal 
eco-terrorist activities of transnational resource extraction industries, 
such as the Perrier Corporation’s privatization of Great Lakes Basin 
water; most recently, she has worked to block the construction 
of the 1-69 NAFTA/FTAA globalization superhighway. Given 
this history, it is likely that the night’s incident was neither a 
search for catalytic converter thieves nor a narcotics investigation, 
but rather a botched surveillance operation conducted by 
Cincinnati police in conjunction with the Joint Terrorism Taskforce 
as part of the cross-country “Operation: Backfire” witch-hunt 
against environmentalists. 


BUILD A WALL 

OF USISTAHSS 


UPDATE: As we go to press, we have learned that 
Marie Mason was arrested by federal agents and charged 
with involvement in a 1999 arson at a Michigan State 
University agricultural genetics laboratory. Agents from 
the FBI, the Department of Homeland 

Security, and Cincinnati Intelligence Unit executed a 
search warrant on Mason’s home, detained her daughter, 
and seized several boxes full of material from her home 
including a computer and cell phones. A support network 
has been established (freemarie@riseup.net) and fund¬ 
raising for legal expenses has begun. Friends report that 
they have already been approached by cops who claim 
that Mason has asked that they “co-operate”; Mason 
has denied this and asks that all contacts please adopt a 
zero co-operation stance with authorities. Please remind 
everyone in your households (including children) to stay 
focused, stay safe, and do not talk to law enforcement 
under any circumstances. 


DmTi 
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As the number of Israeli activists joining Palestinian popular resistance gradually increases, the Israeli 
government has escalated its legal campaign against anti-occupation activists, and specifically against the 
“Jews Against Ghettos” anti-wall activists. Since 2003, hundreds have been arrested and dozens of indictments 
have been filed. The heavy load of the legal persecution and operational expenses such as communications, 
transportation and legal expenses have already amounted to a debt of over $34,000 (US), and still rising. 

http://www.awalls.org/donations 
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Bonobo Bashers 

by Pieter Primatus 



In my life I’ve met only two bonobos face to face. I stared at them 
and they at me through the glass of their cage in the Berlin Zoo. 
The experience gave me the same creepy feeling I get whenever I 
see gorillas or chimps in cages. Their sadness at being confined is 
obvious, as is their slightly accusatory attitude, which seems to say, 
“Why me? and why are you free?” 

But it was New Years Day 2004, and I had spent Silvesterabend at 
the Brandenburge Tor, where we sampled the wares of a lot of wine¬ 
shops and breathed the sulfur of a lot of exploding cherry bombs. 
So perhaps it was just my headache, but I can’t seem to shake the 
intelligence in their looks. 

I’m admitting from the start that I’m not a professional 
primatologist. But, like a lot of people. I’m fascinated with the 
bonobos, the primates with the genetic setup closest to our own, 
the creatures famous for their peacemaking ability and their general 
sexiness. They have also improved our understanding of animal 
intelligence by demonstrating cognition. They did this by raising a 
ruckus in time to keep zoo keepers from flooding a low area and 
thus unintentionally drowning a group of small creatures. 

The bonobo is also endangered, largely due to the poor 
peacekeeping abilities of the humans who live near their native 
habitat. Now, you would think that would be trouble enough for 
any species, but no, bonobos find themselves in the middle of one 
of the minor skirmishes of the culture wars. 

Several articles have appeared recently (particularly in The New 
Yorker and Smithsonian ) with the apparent purpose of proving 
bonobos ain’t all they’re cracked up to be. The bonobo, with its 
matriarchal social structure and its hippie-like attitudes (make 
love, not war) has to be revised to coincide with our contemporary 
conservative mood. Or, in Hobbesian terms, if we can show that 
the bonobo’s life is short, as well as nasty and brutish, we will win a 
battle for church, state, and stricter requirements in grade school. 

Much of this criticism is aimed at Franz de Waal, who made the 
bonobo famous in an important study called Peacemaking 
Among Primates . It was there we were first treated to photos of 
bonobos resolving conflicts by making faces at one another and 
having intercourse in a variety of interesting positions. De Waal 
also studied chimps, rhesus monkeys and humans to show the 
importance of peacemaking techniques in developing cultures. In 
fact the notion that animals have cultures is radical enough for most 
of us. True, he did much of his work at the University of Wisconsin 
in Madison, where the primate labs do occasionally smell like weed, 
but De Waal is a sober scientist, a careful observer who spend years 
gathering data. 

However, as Ian Parker points out in his New Yorker article 
“Swingers” (30 July 2007), De Waal spent very little time watching 
bonobos in the wild, and he is certainly right to point out that 
confinement will affect the behavior of animals. So, to correct this, 
Parker travelled to the Congo with a German primatologist named 


Gottfried Hohmann, a man who doesn’t care much for either the 
bonobo or its habitat. Parker makes his trip sound like hardship and 
challenge, much like those embedded journalist who wanted us to 
believe their flak jackets and helmets would make them aware of 
nuances of the invasion of Iraq not available to the rest of us. 

He spent some miserable hours with Hohmann trying to surprise 
the bonobos in some bad behavior. He was able to come up 
with one dramatic example. When a strange male come on the 
scene, the females of Hohmann’s study group descended upon 
him, surrounding him and giving him a noisy time. When the 
females were finished, there was no sign of the stranger, so Parker 
concludes the male must have been killed. Apparently Hobbesian 
logic requires no corpse. 

But what if Parker had discovered a dripping carcass? What if he 
could show that female bonobos had dispatched an intruder? No 
one, certainly not De Waal, argues that bonobos must be nice to all 
comers, or that their peacemaking methods always work. 

Other than that, the nasty behavior he encountered was when the 
bonobos threw their shit at the observers. Here I have to admit I 
cheered a little for the bonobos. 

Their reputation for raunchiness is another sore point with the anti- 
bonoboists. Parker didn’t see that much sex going on in the wild, 
so he concludes that the abundance of sexual activity De Waal and 
others observed is a result of boredom. Perhaps so, but he never 
bothers to address the role sex seems to play in the peacemaking 
process. It would be interesting to see if sex works that way in the 
wild as well, or if it is something invented in captivity. 

DeWaal also studied the rhesus, a smaller primate whose behavior 
is almost the opposite of the bonobo’s in many ways. The rhesus 
lives in a strict hierarchy, constantly squabbling over its position 
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in the cage or tree. Every rhesus knows immediately the social 
position of any other rhesus who appears on the block. I saw a lot 
of this behavior among rhesus maques in Madison’s Vilas Zoo, but I 
never stared at them. Or they at me. They were too busy screaming 
and fighting. 

So it should be no surprise that the rhesus has suddenly risen to 
prominence in a new book xXxXoidMacachiavellian Intelligence: How 
Rhesus Maques and Humans Have Conquered the World. Besides 
the neat pun in the title, the book is devoted to showing how the 
rhesus has successfully proliferated, like his human counterpart, due 
to its marvelous aggressiveness. It seems to be post-9/11 primatology 
where evolutionary success depends on a strong sense of homeland 
security and the will to attack your enemy before he comes up with 
weapons of mass destruction. 

An attempt to explain the efficacy of aggression in this way leaves 
out a couple of important factors. The first is something Konrad 
Lorenz pointed out in On Aggression, where he reminded us of the 
difference between interspecific violence, in which one animal preys 
upon another, and intraspecific violence. Good predators need to 
develop an inhibition against killing members of their own species 
to insure survival. 

Lorenz believed homo sapiens to be a strangely vulnerable species, 
because we are not naturally very good at predation. Good predators, 
like tigers, develop strong inhibitions against intraspecific aggression 
to promote survival. We, unfortunately, never had to develop such 
an inhibition, which was okay, until we stumbled upon weaponry. 
We are now a colossally well-armed creature with weak inhibitions 
against killing members of our own species. According to Lorenz, we 
need to work on our peacemaking techniques seriously and soon. 

Promoting rhesus behavior leaves out one other important factor. 
The rhesus may be more successful in one way, but the bonobo is, 
in fact, much closer to us genetically. That may seem like bad news, 
since the bonobo is endangered, but there’s more to that story as 
well. The rhesus may have proliferated widely, but there are insects 


that make the rhesus 
look rather weak in 
that area. Successful 
proliferation may not 
be the only reason to 
model our behavior on 
another species. At least 
I don’t hear anyone 
suggesting we ought to 
act like mosquitoes. 

De Waal’s observations 
of bonobo behavior 
do not evaporate 
because of the dearth 
of information we have 
on the animal’s life in 
the wild. If the bonobos 
developed peacemaking 
techniques in the wild, 
then good for them. If 
they did it in captivity, 
they have shown themselves to be amazing, adaptable creatures. 

The most important point De Waal makes in his study is that the 
evolution of behavior may not be strictly determined. In describing 
the aggressive and rather unattractive behavior of the rhesus, 
he points to a measure of choice-making in the way collective 
behavior unfolds. 

Finally, while the bonobo may be on its way out, it has probably 
contributed something to our repertoire of choices. Other groups, 
like the Neanderthal, have also contributed before they disappeared 
or were absorbed into a more successful population. That may 
account for the existential quiver on the lips of the Berlin bonobos as 
they stared at me that cold morning. Happy New Year! 
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STROhG€R WIMG NADDGR NU^IC! 

by Apio Ludd 




I Contact Apia Ludd at apioli4dd@gmail.com or at 818 SW 3 rd Avenue, PMB 1237, Portland, OR 97204 USA 


In recent years, much of what drew me to anarchist perspectives 
has been fading within anarchist milieus; the joyful embrace 
of life; playfulness; laughter in the face of the ruling reality; 
imagination and creativity; the capacity to dream. It seems that 
more and more anarchists are succumbing to realism, accepting 
the inevitability of the misery that surrounds us even in their 
own lives and relationships and with it accepting the misery of 
existing as a subculture within th e present world. _ 


When I first 
encountered godless 
anarchy in the late 
1970s, it was its excess, 
its unconstrained 
exploration and 
experimentation with 
the furthest realms of 
passion and ideas, and 
its desire and dreams 
that attracted me. 


It was a magnificent 
feast. 


Its wines and ales were strong, intoxicating and full of flavor, 
hints of spices, herbs and fruits from undiscovered realms of 
poetic imagination. 


au \\ieh yd 

ey^adifiy, ^e^ditii/e a^d ^aHe • iifiUd 
hy ific cftea^e^jf dye. 

— Rikki Ducornet 


Its music throbbed with crazy rhythms, laughing leaping 
melodies, harmonic cacophonies of joy and rage. 

It evoked wild, unfettered dancing, and I threw myself into it 
with total abandon. 

At the time, one could still imagine that a whole new world 
was breaking forth... 

Of course, then, imagination was a lush erotic flower whose 
delectable nectar brought visions of its luscious utopian fruit.. 


Or so it seemed to me. 

But Puritanism - never truly defeated - has 


had a resurgence, building new walls and 
cages where old ones had broken down: 

fear of crime, 
fear of drugs, 
fear of disease, 
fear of terrorism, 
fear of disaster, 
fear of poverty. 

An endless parade of real and imagined 
threats that reinforce walls and armors. 

But they’re all just new names for the old 
puritan fears: 

fear of desire and passion, 
fear of dreams and excess, 
fear of the other and of the unknown. 
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Even 
personal 
choices get 
transformei 
intv) moral, 
identities] 

(veganisj 
straight¬ 
edge), hi] 
grounds 
from which 
to look down % 
on others. 

Retreating like 
hermit crabs into rigid % 

^ ideological shells, many 
p'anarchists have developed 
tmiserly and miserable ways of 
thinking, acting and interacting. 

am not willing to accept this ' 

Mnarcho-miserabilism which is 
■Expressed in political correctitude, in 
hew forms of puritanical renunciation, 
in the self-sacrifice of militantism, and in 
-Ifiragmatism with its willingness to limit ^ 
^neself to “the possible.” 

could waste my time and energy writing | 
;^ndless critiques of the situation like some | 
^^oice crying in the wilderness, but if I I 

limited myself to this I would get drawn into ^ 
the vortex of this miserabilism myself. It is ^ 
necessary to go beyond critique, to go straight' 
to the attack, and for this I want accomplices. ; 

i ittack, in this case, means the active rejection^ 
f all aspects of this miserabilist way of acting 
nd being in the world, refusing to succumb 
) the demands of political correctitude, of 
ny morality whatsoever, of all calls for self- J j 
^j^Tifice or for being realistic. It means breal^n^ 
ac)wn the barriers and bursting through the 
^•f^undaries such ways of thinking and acting' 
'^P^t up. This attack is a merciless game, as > 
violent and cruel as it is playful... 

^*?hough I don’t call myself a surrealist, my 
^Wfiarchist ideas and practice have certainly 
^J^en influenced by surrealism. Its emphasis^j|^ 
de sire, excess, imagination, creativity, poetry 
^^*9s way of living, its exploration of methods 

eaking down barriers within us and raidii^||j|^ 
tj ie areas of our being that lie below the 
^*?c)nscious surface, its attitude of total revoT!*^ 
:s capacity to combine uncompromising 
^ a theism with a strong critique of rational ^m^ 
^"^nd scientism, its use of scandal to expose"^ 
>lil^e realities of the ruling order—all > 

^^^^fluenced my way of exploring what it 

means to be an anarchist: an individual i^^ i 
Revolt against the reality of this world. 
i ^^^here are still surrealists, many of the^j^^ 

' also anarchists, who are still exploring ^ 
)^Wffoetic revolt and its practical meani^IpP^ i 
in this world even to this day. Despite 
differences I have with some of them, 
am convinced that there explorations 
have weapons to offer us for attacking 
all forms of miserabilism. 


In the face of the current misery of this catastrophic civilization, 
those of us who desire a real transformation need to take up the 
dance of unfettered rebellion once again. 

Now more than ever, we need to challenge all boundaries and refuse 
all constraints - first of all those that we have placed on ourselves. 


and M^tSSUHti, dreams and excess are 
th^easts that ferment the 
strongest, more flavorful wines. 


And if imagination has dried up, we need to saturate it in these wines, 
unleashing the poetic intoxication of the marvelous. 

But let’s be clear: 

Real poetry never watches its language or holds its tongue. 

It trounces on political correctitude along with every other kind of rectitude with 

libertine mockery and lusty sarcasm. 

It mercilessly tears through the armor of identity to reveal the glittering jewel of the 

unique. jh 

It is a thief, a lover, a dreamer... 

Yes, in a world of misery and disaster, 
freedom and the joy of life require 
the strongest wines and ales and the 
maddest music. 

The intoxication of poetic 
imagination and the soaring 
melodies and untamed rhythms 
of total revolt are the axis for the 
wild, unfettered dance of anarchic 
insurrection. 

Let’s take up this dance. 


Let’s leap, naked, toward the stars, our 
interweaving in lusty, erotic patterns. 


At times, perhaps, we’ll fall face first into the mud. But if we have no fear for our 
“purity”, we’ll just leap back up to storm the heavens in our dance of wild abandon. 

Let’s leave the misery to the rulers of this world with their petty regulations and 
miserable moralities. Our aim is to destroy this sorry world and its rulers so that we can 
take back the joyful creation of our lives. 

And if we fail? What does it matter? By grasping our lives here and now, and dancing, 
intoxicated with rebellious joy and poetic wonder to the music of untrammeled 
freedom and the excess of desire, we will be the happiest people of our time. 



I’m reaching out my hand. Now, who will come and dance with me? 


II 




















dossier: lUktl 

The misanthropic and dystopian speculative-fiction writer J.G. Ballard once mused that the two most important inventions of the 
Twentieth Century were the aircraft ejection seat and the birth-control pill. 


He never explained what he meant by this, but I suspect that he was pointing out how technologies of escape have profoundly shaped 
the direction of this civilization’s history. Both devices are used to limit the extent of the physical repercussions inherent in certain kinds 
of risky behavior—they’re safety nets developed in the last century that let people get away with taking big, stupid chances, whether it is 
piloting a fighter plane deep into enemy territory or falling into bed with someone of the opposite sex who you never want to see again. 



If you know that you can always escape, then you never really have to commit yourself completely, because in the back of your mind 

you know that there’s a way out. Does knowing that 
there’s always a way out liberate us from worry and 
fear enough to take bolder chances and soothe our 
jangled nerves? Or does it just give us an excuse to be 
more rash and irresponsible than we would have been 
otherwise? 

As a kid on the cusp of adolescence, Ballard spent 
the final years of World War II in the Lunghua civilian 
internment camp in Japanese-occupied China (the 
first part of his semi-autobiographical novel series was 
dreadfully Spielbergized in 1987 as The Empire of the 
Sun .) It’s hard not to imagine how this experience 
might have shaped his writing, as his most disquieting 
works— The Atrocity Exhibition (1969), Crash (1973), 
Concrete Island (1974), High Rise (1975), Hello, 
America (1981), Rushing to Paradise (1994), Kingdom 
Come (2006)—deal obsessively with grim, apocalyptic 
visions of violence, machines, disaster, alienated sex, 
medicalized bodies, trauma, disassociation, spectacle, 
and everyday nihilism. (All are recommended reading 
for our anarcho-primitivist readers.) 

I think another important theme in his work is the 
impossibility of transcendence: his characters all 
make themselves deeply crazy by desperately trying 
to get somewhere else outside of themselves. Like a 
thirteen year-old boy living by his wits in a war refugee 
prison yard, these protagonists dream of an escape 
that is physical, but also psychological, emotional, 
and sensory. Ballard’s central characters get so 
possessed by this need to rise above and go beyond 
that they create private mental states or subcultures 
or intentional communities to serve as launching 
►ads to that somewhere else . At the same time, they 
:come so frustrated and sick by their inability to get 
here that they don’t see that they’ve already escaped 
:o an intense and different place. In the very act of 
magining an escape for themselves, they have already 
gotten away, even though they never recognize it. 

aybe it’s the action of putting yourself in a position 
here you would need to use the ejection seat or the 
irth-control pill for escape that really qualifies as a 
brm of escape already. Put another way, maybe finding 
ourself in a situation where you have to imagine 
a radical means for getting away is a clear sign that 
you’re already gone. 












D.Z.M.A.W 

Upper Mississippi Paleozoic Plateau, 
176th birthday of Lewis Carroll 
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All Pcwep to the Fooeveotpoa! 


We have been fooled, conned into letting governments and armies get into space on our behalf Occasionally they will dangle little tidbits in front of us 
like “life on Mars” or “ice on the Moon, ” but nothing really changes. It must be apparent that their interests are not ours. Now is the time for everyone, for 
all of us here to do it for ourselves - and for each other. 

—from a 1995 manifesto by the Association of Autonomous Astronauts 



by Don LaCoss 

At some time in the 1950s and some where in 
Brooklyn (Brooklyn, Wisconsin, that is), a young 
man’s revulsion for the contemporary trajectory 
of technology spurred him to begin hoarding 
discarded, obsolete, and forgotten materials 
scrounged from junkyards. A descendant of wild 
English pirates and stern Presbyterian ministers, 
he was nostalgic for the tech of an imaginary 
industrialized mass society of the nineteenth- 
century where the madness of mad scientists 
was celebrated rather than demonized, a world 
where Tesla had vanquished Edison, where Mary 
Shelley’s Frankenstein and Jules Verne’s Master 
of the World were taught in engineering schools. 

During the day, this young man (who now calls 
himself “Dr. Evermor”) worked as part of an 
industrial wrecking crew that travelled the US, 
demolishing and dismantling beer breweries, 
Mississippi River barges, power plants, railroad 
coal hoppers, candy factories, roadside burger 
restaurants, paper mills, and the like; at night, he 
dreamed of building steampunk monuments to 
the half-forgotten alternative futures of science- 
fiction technology: “We destroyed a lot of things. 
During that time I took it upon myself to pull 
out interesting shapes and forms that I thought 
were interesting to me if nobody else. I realized 
that a lot of these shapes and forms are going 
to disappear from our landscape entirely,” Dr. 
Evermor said in a 1999 interview. In the 1960s, 
the destroyer began to create. “Rather than 
imposing one’s will on something that’s 
already been created you leave it alone and you 
just add or move another piece in as a blender 
that’ll tie it from one [form] to another.” His 
motivation for creating, he says, was strictly for 
pleasure and creative expression. “I try to make 
magic out of nothing.” 

In the early 1980s, Dr. Evermor’s fantastic 
salvage sculptures were gathered together 
from all across southwestern 
Wisconsin and erected on an 
old schoolyard playground in 
Sauk City (about 20 miles north 
of Madison) that had been 
used by families employed by 
a sprawling munitions factory 
compound during the Second 
World War. The property’s 
historical significance—a place 
of play for children whose 
families were enslaved to 
global war machines—inspired 
the gcxxJ Doctor to turn his 
ramshackle sculpture park into 
an experimental appliance for 
peace and exploration. This 
three-story device, assembled 


from tens of thousands of individual components 
and estimated to be at least 100 feet high and 
weighing about 300 tons, is now the “center cell” 
of the Forevertron. 


When assembly is finally complete. 

Dr. Evermor’s plans to climb the metal spiral 
staircase and secure himself inside the glass 
ball nested inside an insulated copper egg 
perched atop the Forevertron. As a ground-crew 
scurries to keep the mysterious machine on-line, 
cranks will be turned, switches will be thrown, 
smokestacks will belch, connections made, and 
buttons pushed. The specially-designed Lightning 
Grabber will then focus the crackling sheets of 
“invisible magnetic lightning-force and electrical 
energy” that are needed to highball Dr. Evermor 
to the heavens. 


Carbon-arc spotlights will illuminate this historic 
event for the benefit of the press. There’s a glass 
battery-powered telescope at the north end of 
the machine that’s been crafted from welded 
box tubing and seven sets of copper-covered 
agricultural equipment wheels designed for 
“astronomy scholars” to witness the Doctor’s 
flight for themselves; a Celestial Listening Ear was 
also built that can used to monitor the Doctor’s 
traffic reports from outer space. “Doubting 
Thomases,” he says, can gather on the nearby 
observation platform or on the transparent 
“Perch for the High Priest of Non-Believers” to 
learn firsthand the error of their ways. Well- 
wishers and dignitaries will be welcome and 
accommodated comfortably in adjoining 
gazebos and on metal-cocoon furniture 
protected by four hundred wooden beer 
tanks and a dizzying array of Faraday 
stray-voltage cages. For safety’s sake. 

Dr. Evermor has also installed a 16-ton 
autoclave from a used decontamination 
chamber that he had swiped 
some years ago from a 


spacecraft scrapheap. (It is the only component 
on the Forevertron less than fifty years old.) 


But Dr. Evermor concedes that there is still much 
work to be done, and the going is painstakingly 
slow—his fifty-foot Overlord Master Control 
tower, for instance, has taken fifteen years 
to complete. Evermor’s Gravitron, a crucial 
component needed to help his terrestrial body 
mass transmogrify into a form more suitable 
for electromagnetic space travel, needs a little 
more fine tuning, and his longtime partner Lady 
Eleanor says that the wind speed gauges require 
far more precise calibration. More daunting, Dr. 
Evermor and Lady Eleanor’s failed attempts to 
secure more land from the Badger Ordinance 
compound for the Forevertron proving grounds 
have forced them back to the drawing board. 

But spirits remain high, and curious visitors and 
well-wishers can be found regularly prowling 
around the spaceport. Some stay for a few days, 
volunteering their folk-science energies and skills 
to help ready the craft for intercosmic travel. 


Every day, the colonization of outer space 
by nation-states and their military-industrial 
overlords expands at a depressing pace. But 
just an hour spent discovering the wonders of 
the Forevertron’s launching pad inspires new 
looks skyward, and it arouses a righteous fury 
to reclaim the multiverse from bureaucrats, 
generals, entrepreneurs, and soulless technicians. 
The Forevertron is just one of the countless 
outlaw airships needed to escape the manacles of 
gravi-capital that traps us all to the Earth. Let us 
break the monopoly over the skies held by NASA 
the other national-corporate space 
agencies. Squat the satellites! 
Seize the void! 











UNEQUALLED! 


The new Ohio model, in beauty and novel 
features, easily leads the electric-car field 

Helical-gear or worm-gear drive, as you prefer. 

Beautifully-arched fenders, beaten by hand from one piece 
of aluminum. 

And here’s another Ohio step in advance. Just the touch 
of a short lever enables you to raise or lower the windows to any 
position desired, insuring proper ventilation. 

Refined body-lines, made possible by hammered aluminum 
construction throughout; specially-designed interior upholstery. 

And of course, the unmatchable exclusive Ohio operating 
combination of double drive, magnetic brake and magnetic control. 
Literature on request. 

The Ohio Electric Car Co., 1527 W. Bancroft St., Toledo, Ohio 

Gib5on Electrics, Ltd., Ontario Disiiibuiors. Toronto, Canada 




Ohio Electric Magnetic Control 
—-Simple asTurning a Door-knob 


OHIO 

THE ENVIED 

ELECTRIC 


“Mention the Geographic—It identifies you.’’ 
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E S C A 

Swear fealty to the dark leprechaunism of revenge 
Social Camouflage 
Fabulous Insularity 

become a lump of sensual actuality in the thin gruel of 
Spectacular Electromagnetism 
Set your basement afloat. 

Behind the iron curtain of sheer boredom 
with Civilization as we know it psychic 
discoveries proliferate & angelic sensations 
are a dime a dozen. 

like a dirigible sleepy with nitrous oxide 
finally so attenuated it can trance us 
with streaming sensations of thinking we remember 
what it was. 

What if every perversion were legalized except 
yours? every drug decriminalized except the very 
one you need to attain enlightenment? all politics 
permitted saving only the perfidious & universally 
despised credo you happen to adhere to? 

The Escapist Militia practises reenactments 
costumed complete with powdered wigs 
of greet moments in the history of haute cuisine 
a fantasia of negation. 

0 0 0 0 0 

Escapism flies under the radar of the consumerist 
panopticon with a critique of reality honed 
by decades of serious drug use & evasive 
shillyshallying. 

Obsessions are veritable Galapagoses of Mutuality 
& elegant boredom. 

Renounce the emptiness of vacations for the 
pleroma of permanent unemployment — the 
vaguely impenetrable isles of the blest. 


p I 




Even short thunder showers threaten power authority 
with free electricity that swells up the head like a grape & 
makes it blush. 

Rain is a coast & briefly we’re degenerate wreckers eager to pilfer 
whatever flotsam washes up on our distant shore. 

Those who huff these alien spores drift back in time & temporarily indwell the 
bodies of long gone smokers who in turn have wafted off to even earlier dates & 
remoter climes ad perhaps infinitum . In 1911 these devotees of extraterrestrial 
mycofumation are disguised as opium addicts in Fu Manchu’s Limehouse den 
beneath the Thames. Off 1 go for one gilded soporific transmigratory augenblik 
& while I’m vacant who knows what nostalgist from the 23rd century passes thru 
my empty brain. 
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Revolutionary Escapist will prevail thru sheer inertia 
when millions too bored & sluggish to sustain the 
vibratory level of incessant Progress slump toward 
the portholes like so many rats, clamber down the 
ropes & scuttle off into the conceptual hinterlands on 
a sauve-qui-peut basis in search of some consolatory 
obsession. 


What we love must be incomplete. We must ruin 
ourselves for it financially & morally like the sunken 
wreck of a Spanish treasure galleon even tho it’s 
always free in every sense of the word including loose 
unattached lost errant careless unformed & lewd. 


Our Militia utilize aimless wandering or random 
walk to neutralize surveillance & stymie all statistical 
analyses of strategic supply, each dressed in the 
military motley of some different & unheard-of 
hopeless lost cause. 


Tropacalismo 

Orientalismo 

Nostalgismo 

Horizontalismo 



each with its favorite bistro 


Aimless wandering turns in on itself & devolves into a tableau 


vivante of sentimental anniversaries & badly printed newsletters 
a college so invisible as to seem diaphanous 
the eternal avant-garde & everlasting gospel 
so secret some of its members don’t even 


know they’re in it. 

A shimmering glow of Diireresque melancholia 
suffuses the twilite of Kapital. Snow & night 
seem thicker, more radiant. 

So sue me. And go to yr grave with regrets 
for the winged words you wasted. 


0 0 ( 3 ) 0 0 

Exile is the opposite of Escape. Sunlight 
deprivation syndrome is no joke. 

Is. Is. Is. The tyranny of the intransitive. 

If I remember correctly it was during Shay’s Rebellion 
certain backwoods sages propounded the doctrine 
that pans of Massachusetts & Vermont had reverted to 
the primordial condition of Nature, therefore free to 
construct their sovereignty ex nihilo or perhaps even 
remain in that Hyperborean moment of perfect liberty 
forever or until someone finally dragged them back. 

Aubrey Beardsley in suburban New Jersey 
in 1957 thinks he’s trapped in the 
fat boy like Felix the Cat in a bottle 
of India ink— superhero stuck 
in his secret identity scared to jump. 

But he jumps. Thank god for LSD. 

The whole gang has been reincarnated. 

Few days are so pleasurable as those 
on which one quits a job. Crime pays. 

Slowly slowly one makes up for having 
died so young last time. 
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How To Start Your Own Country. 

Is it possible to remember a smell 
or is the smell itself the memory? 

If only our manifestoes 

could attain the rhetorical felicity of 

The Acme Catalogue of Heirloom Roses . 

As in the French Assembly 

if you’re reactionary enough you suddenly 

find yourself on the Left so also 

with roses. Talk about yr 

poesie trouvee . If only! 

Political parties would be classified 
by scent. I see them as bombs 

slow deep silk mnemonic bombs. 

0 0 0 0 0 

Attar of cordite at the altar of contrition for lukewarmness 
myrrh for hesitations benzoin of strangled desires & incorrect regrets 
incense that explodes knocks over the tapers & shreds the ikebana 
gleeful joss for all the little devils who’ll become our Castenedan allies 
the immortal part the mumia of mummies like Boris Karloff 

wafted aloft on a cloud of balsam. 

If smells have color this one’s tinged with back to school 
melancholia like a vast field of superannuated sunflowers down 
to a riverbank where no one is swimming. I’d call it nostalgic 
but any smell is nostalgic, wallpaper in a room where you once 
recovered from some disease. 

Selfish hallucinations damp paperbacks 

the luxury of a perfect excuse 
for a day in the bag in the tent 
contemplating the sensitive chaos of 
dripping thinking how sorry we’ll be 
when it stops & the trail opens again 
& we’ll have to hike back down to catch up 
on all the dryness we missed. 

0 0 0 0 0 

We want to quit our lousy jobs in autumn even if we’re self employed 
& camp out in apple orchards amongst the windfalls like drunken cows 


0 0 0 0 0 



Unfortunately utopia was all too affordable 
a politics that begins at my door & ends only 
in floods of tears 
our only innovation being to admit defeat & 
plan the retreat into some no-go Chernobyl 
where we can become the monsters we are. 
Spirit possession would be the ultimate vacation 
ridden by the Orisha like a divine 
Jekyll/Hyde or Heckle/Jeckle, the twin 
ravens of Odin, knower of runes & ruins 
Escapism believes that “life is elsewhere” 
but accessible. An oasis of orgone. 

Temporary Ruins. 


WANTED 

DEAD OR ALIVE) 





















Eccentrics are successful escapists. They have diamond 
bodies. I knew one who lived in 1911, including wingtip 
collars & a player piano, but suddenly he lost his 
adamantine purity of intention, realized he was crazy 
& rejoined the modern world. A deivish once told me 
“They call us escapists—but if you’re being chased by a 
tiger ik have no gun Escapism makes perfect sense.” 

Fuckin’ John Muir & John Burroughs’ld be doing 7-to- 
40 in Club Fed as ecoterrorists if they were above room 
temperature, as TUli says, & still with us. “Protected 
Wilderness” may be an Orwellian oxymoron but where 
else is there left to escape to but state parks? 

The rich have already escaped 
to all the islands & we must 
re-define insularity perhaps as 
an oasis of ruin or failure 
obsessive & remote 
we await the withdrawal of Heaven’s 
Mandate from the fabric of 
reality itself Scholars stones spontaneous 
conversation driving home drunk in 
moonlight calligraphy: escapist as resistance. 

0 0 0 0 0 

Nothing to lose but yr cyber roles 

in the ballet mechanique of the dominant paradigm 
The International Horizontalist Society 
Oblomov in Kathmandu 
The League for Endarkenment 
O [ your name here ] the highest form of Escapist Lit 
blurs the border between Shiraz & now. 

Voluntary identity politics. Misidentity politics. 

Potential possession by ancient voices 
prophesying the usual punch-up. 

Patron saint Houdini. We savor the effluvium of your ectoplasm. 
Please evade “maturity,” the last two minutes before death. 

0 0 0 0 0 

A post post colc:)nialism in which rare & delicate 
languages fail to go extinct but instead proliferate 
with the mutability of Darwin’s Finches. Survival 
of the Happiest. Doctrine of continual creation 
according to the hieromathematology of the 
otherwise inexplicable 

beauty of physical things. 

Time itself is lunar. It swells. It diminishes. Space 
is solar. Electricity doesn’t conquer darkness 
— it erases stars. We’ve had socialist plus 
electricity, now let’s try it with endarkenment. 
Anarcho-noctambulism. Black reaction back to 
prelapsarian hyperboreanism & nutritive chaos. 

Night equals right. Crushed velvet. Pre-industrial 
musk. Only slaves could conceive of heaven as 
unrelieved daylight. Escapism’s paradise lies in 
the shadows of the moon. 

0 0 0 0 0 



Sailing to an island 

might as well be science fiction 

ions ozone iodine delight 

dappled light bewilders but 

sharpens appetite. Raoul Dufy, meet 

Winslow Homer. Pascal would’ve bet on 

Neptune — a brine-drunk existentialist seduced by Germanic nudism. 
All islands are Celtic. One is saintly. 

One drinks a lot 

because so little is actually at stake 
in these pro-tem clandestine eutopias. 

0 0 0 0 0 

Neo-Exoticism decides not to apologize for 
its gaze of yearning toward alterity because 
ultimately uniformity however progressive 
numbs the Imagination & other erogenous 
zones with the neo Brutalitarian novocaine of 
pseudo choice — any color so long as it’s black 
said Ford the Fordist, Hitler’s guru — because 
all the colors of the spectrum are secretly black: 
the universal mourning of the 19th century for 
the Future it had allowed itself to picture in the 
technopathocratic subconscious seizure of its 
greed for universal empire — the Empire of the 
Same in 600 attractive designer shades. 

Water is an undinic realm akin to sleep; it cuts 
us off from adult supervision. Buried treasure 
symbolizes the fact that we’re alone together 
— an alchemical situation — a game with rules 
as strict as love or necromancy. 

The Junkyard of History turns out 
to be an OK vacation destination 
a sort of Guadalajara for retired 
radicals — low rents lots of sunshine. 

Surely Hermes is patron of garbage 
as secret form of writing. 

The Dump is our power spot 
its mephitic memorial gasses 
source or our philosophic fire. 

A regime based on veridical dreams 
with a Constitution written as 
a symphony without words 
across transparent borders 
with a transparent flag indistinguishable 
from the wind that waves it. 

Peter Lamborn Wilson 


PLW thanks Sigrid Sandstrom, Minister of Culture of the 
Transparent Republic of Antiilia, who designed the Transparent 
flag, and to Robert Kelly, the Logothete of Antillia. 



















By Daisy Cutter & Calamity Jayne 


We dare you to try to find the straight dope on 
recruiting statistics. Every month, armed forces 
recruiting numbers are announced, but when 
you read a handful of news stories about these 
same figures side-by-side, you find competing 
narratives about what these numbers mean. 


But one indicator of how hard-up the military 
is for live, warm bodies is a startling relaxation 
of the silly “Don’t Ask, Don’t Tell” (DADT) 
policy. DADT prohibits any behavior that might 
suggest “ a propensity or intent to engage 
in homosexual acts” on the grounds that it 
“would create an unacceptable risk to the high 
standards of morale, good order and discipline, 
and unit cohesion.” (And while we’re on the 
subject, we would like to say that we endorse 
any and all behaviors and acts that pose a 
threat to the military’s “high standards.”) 

Under DADT, anyone simply stating that “they 
are homosexual or bisexual,” or who seeks to 
“marry or attempt to marry a person of the 
same biological sex,” will be discharged. 

The Servicemembers Legal Defense Network 
(SLDN), a pro-military gay advocacy group 
dedicated to fighting for the “freedom to 
serve” by ending the harassment of personnel 
based on “perceived sexual orientation or 
gender identity,” excitedly reported recently 
that there are some 500 “openly gay” troops 
currently “serving without consequence.” 

A SLDN spokesman said that this was “the 
highest number we’ve ever been aware of” 
More to the point, the number of troops being 
discharged under DADT is half of what it had 
been seven years ago, and those numbers have 
statistically dropped most sharply since the US 
invasion of Iraq. 


Military commander scofflaws who ignore the 
DADT prohibition are an important sign to the 
SLDN that these discriminatory regulations 
might be headed for extinction, but we say 
don’t get excited. First of all, you’ve got to 
wonder if not pursuing DADT complaints 

might be the Pentagon’s way of keeping more boots on the ground in Afghanistan, Iraq, and elsewhere, and that the minute that the 
recruitment crisis passes, they’ll go back to tossing out “out” soldiers. (An especially cynical and somewhat paranoid addendum to that 
would be that a softening of the DADT is a great way to split antiwar sentiment within LGBT communities, since it’s easier to be against 
the war if the US Army is hunting down gays in their ranks with more persistence than they do Osama bin Laden.) 

Secondly, and much more significantly even if this does mean that DADT will be repealed and that there’ll be less civil rights violations 
by the US military against its own personnel in the future, who cares? So then gays, lesbians, bisexuals, and cross-dressers will be allowed 
the “freedom to serve” in imperial wars that destroy other people’s lives for profit? This would be seen as a human rights victory? Fuck 
that noise. Fuck DADT, but more importantly, fuck the SLDN. 

To be clear, any discrimination, prejudice, and harassment based on real or perceived violations of ridiculously puritanical 
heteronormative standards is disgusting and should never be tolerated. But on some level it’s a shame that DADT isn’t being vigorously 
and strictly enforced in the armed services: for anyone wanting to get the hell out of the service right now, it would be so much easier 
(and, frankly, much more fun) to make-out with a comrade-in-arms in the shower room, or to be seen knockin’ the boots with a 
bunkmate, or to propose marriage to your same-sex commanding officer in front of everyone than it would be to go AWOL when no 
one’s looking. 
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by Ruby Green 

Jon R., a semi-retired North Dakotan farmer in his late 60s, eased his big, beat-up pickup truck off to the side of the dirt road and turned off 
the ignition. He turned in his seat and pointed to low wire fence running through the heavily-wooded field to the right. 

“Usually, I would try to get here right before midnight. That fence is a good guide in the dark. You stay on the other side and follow that all 
the way to the corner of the field; straight ahead is an old fieldstone wall that you need to follow west until you find a small stream. You go 
upstream there for about two hours. Then you bed down for the night. I tell them ‘No fires at night. Dress warm, eat some food, fill your 
canteen at the stream, but no fires. Stay there until sunrise.’ Then I need to give them the compass readings...” 

Jon R. quickly recounts his compass settings and goes through hiking directions that lead between some hills, through a grove of white 
birch trees, and across the back of some farmland to an old tractor trail. From there, hikers are instructed to head northward on the trail 
to train tracks and to follow that rail line northwest for “two or three hours.” By then, the hiker “will be in a gully and facing one of them 
highway drainage culverts. There’s a paved road above the culvert. Climb up that hill and you’re in Manitoba, about two miles from Route 
200, which you can use to get a ride to Altona, and then from there, to Winnipeg.” 

Jon R. is not a talkative guy, but he does say that he’s shown this route to four “hikers” in the last three years, all of whom have been 
hunted by police and sheriffs for ducking out of active duty and refusing to go to Occupied Iraq. Two were from Minnesota, one from 
Wisconsin, and the fourth from “somewhere near Chicago.” When the heat came down, they tried to disappear; but once the cops get your 
name from the US Department of War, border-crossing checkpoints are out of the question. It was word of mouth that had put these four 
on an underground railroad that led them to a bus station in Grand Forks and eventually to this dirt road in Jon R.’s pickup truck. 

They are told to get outfitted at a hunting supply store before coming to North Dakota—luminescent compass, wristwatch, rucksack, 
canteen, camping food packs, a knife, a light blanket, gloves, and a good pair of hiking boots. “The kid from Chicago was scared of the 
woods at night. I could tell,” Jon R. said. “He told me that he could read a compass, but I doubt it. For all I know, he’s still wandering 
around on that hill.” He says he expects two more runaways at the end of the month and worries about how the snows will complicate the 
task of getting refuseniks across the border. 

When asked what role his own political views play in his decision to help GIs go AWOL, Jon R. gets a little angry. “Let’s keep the goddamn 
conversation clean, okay? Politics is for liars and the jackasses who believe them. I don’t know what they teach you kids in school about the 
Vietnam War, but that should be ‘Lesson #1,’” he says firmly. 

He starts up the truck again and turns it around for the long ride home. “The war is wrong and the government is crooked. Let’s leave it at 
that.” Jon R. is quiet for a while as he drives, and then he clears his throat and says: “More people need to take things into their own hands 















6,843 ARMED SERVICERS DESERTIONS IN THE LAST YEAR - Can the Troops Do Better? 

By Igor Talliss 


The ruling elite’s successful management of mass-mediated 
news coverage during the US invasion of Kuwait and Iraq 
in 1990 was a revolution in governmental social control. 
Of course, psychological warfare has been a vital component in all 
war efforts since civilization’s first forays into organized butchery 
thousands of years ago, but arguably it was the Gulf War campaign 
that taught the Pentagon and the White House what Orwell had 
tried to warn us all about in 1948: in times of international conflict, 
the State’s administration of perception is the most critical part of 
any war strategy 

Before the second US invasion of Iraq began in 2003, it was 
announced that body counts of the dead and wounded—soldiers, 
enemies, non-combatants—would not be made available to news 
organizations. “We don’t count Iraqi dead,” occupation proconsul 
Paul Bremer infamously told a group of reporters in 2002, a 
sentiment echoed by General Tommy Franks and Secretary of War 
Donald Rumsfeld when they said that they “don’t do body counts.” 

Obviously, it’s a blatant lie that the war-makers don’t keep 
track of such things—all around the clock, the Pentagon’s 
corpse-accountants are generating mountains of number-crunched 
spreadsheets that provide statistics for offices full of the little 
Eichmanns responsible for this horror show. But these figures 
are a closely-guarded military secret because of the ways that 
these macabre scorecards were used by growing segments of the 
public to undermine the war effort in Southeast Asia in the 
very late 1960s. 

The effort made to keep these numbers secret speaks volumes 
about the wide-spread belief in the mythical powers of statistics 
to provide accurate representations of reality—^you can see this 
tediously dull exercise in faith-based numerology in the news 
media’s baloney about the latest presidential candidate voter polls 
and pro-war propaganda about the signs of impending victory 


thanks to the latest Troop Surge But the numbers games get 
particularly murky around the issues of desertion. 

How many US troops have deserted their posts since the war 
began? What does this number mean? One newswire report from 
mid-November claimed that desertion (bureaucratically defined 
as “absent without leave for longer than 30 days”) has increased 
80% in the last four years and is now at its highest rate since 1980. 
During the Vietnam War, desertion was at an all-time high of 
5%, a surprisingly low number considering that G.I.s were being 
forced into service by a military draft. (The late great war criminal 
General William “Bungalow Bill” Westmorland’s request for 
200,000 more troops in the spring of 1968 was torpedoed by the 
White House because of fear that massive draft resistance could 
spiral out of control.) 

The US Army insists that only 4,698 soldiers deserted between 
October 1, 2006, and September 30, 2007, an increase of more 
than 40% over the previous year. The Marines, meanwhile, average 
out to more or less a 1000 per year since 2001, while the Navy 
purports a steady decline in deserters in that period, with the most 
recent figures of those on “French leave” said to be only 1,129. The 
Air Force claims a mere 16 deserters last year. Surely, the actual 
numbers are higher; with the wars in Afghanistan and Iraq dragging 
on endlessly and with daily threats of new wars in Iran and Pakistan, 
we can only guess how much greater the percentage of AWOL 
troops actually is. 

We here at Fifth Estate call upon the 1.4 million men and women 
currently in uniform to do everything they can to help increasing 
those numbers whatever they are. The good news is that, by most 
accounts, the military does little to find those who go AWOL, and 
rarely punishes those that they are able to find—some are put back 
with their units, while most get less-than-honorable discharges. So 
why the hell not make a break for it? 
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ARMY OF XO! 
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REVIEW: Army of None: Strategies to 
Counter Military Recruitment, End War, 
Build a Better World, by Aimee Allison 
and David Solnit, 2007, Seven Stories 
Press, 194pp. 

The authors’ task of denying cannon fodder 
to US imperial forces for its endless wars 
may be easier than it appears. Sure, the 
military spends a fortune each year (almost 
$5 billion) to convince young people 
to join up. The Pentagon recruitment 
advertising budget, for all its ubiquitous 
pitches—television, radio, movie theater, 
and Channel One in-school commercials. 


sales pitches of recruiters ( Army of None 
informs us that 65% of recruits who sign 
up for the Montgomery GI Bill receive no 
money for college and only 15% ever earn 
a college degree)—impels a lot of young 
people to see enlisting as a ticket out of an 
impoverished community. But don’t any of 
them watch TV and see the US military at 
work in Iraq destroying cities, terrorizing 
families after breaking down their doors, 
and hear the reports of massacres 
committed by “our” troops? 

Of course they do. Plus, anyone who has 
watched even a World War II movie knows 


on how to build and maintain an active 
counter-recruitment organizing effort in 
your community. Stories of success from 
Pittsburgh to Santa Cruz are heartening, 
and the efforts to include vets and people 
of all age shows the power of cross- 
generational anti-war organizing. Included 
are suggestions on how to deal with the 
media and how to organize opposition to 
anti-recruitment efforts. The book has a 
large text format, bullet points and lots of 
graphics making it easy to read on the fly 
between meetings and demos. 

Solnit’s organizing efforts have taken him 


“War is good business - invest your son! 




—^Vietnam era slogan 


rock videos, on-line video games with six 
million registered users, a magazine aimed 
at pre-teens, recruiter visits to colleges 
and high schools, displays at job fairs, all 
coordinated by a Defense Department half¬ 
billion dollar Joint Advertising Marketing 
Research Studies project charged with 
creating a database of 30 million 16-25 
year olds—really doesn’t do very well. 
Recruits are important because there’s 
really no better way of sabotaging the war 
effort than to cut down on the amount of 
personnel available to wage it. Not only 
does it weaken the ability of a State to 
conduct a successful military occupation, 
it also hampers its capacity to expand its 
aggression to new corners of the globe. 

The US armed forces have a difficult time 
meeting recruitment quotas, having missed 
their quarterly goals last year. Most poor, 
working class, and lower middle-class youth 
have no interest in joining the military 
no matter what promises are given or the 
economic circumstances in which they find 
themselves (in a recent Pentagon-financed 
study, a whopping 61% of youth under 
25 reported that they will “definitely not 
serve”). Perhaps 1% of the population ever 
joins the military. 

I don’t buy the leftist apology for those 
willing recruits of the imperial armed 
forces that says essentially it’s a poverty 
draft: desperate, poor youth join to 
escape ghetto, barrio, or rural poverty. 

To be sure, that—added to the dishonest 


that army life is about strict discipline, 
getting yelled at by a psycho drill sergeant, 
and being sent into the mouths of cannons. 
It’s a personality type and not poverty that 
gets someone to agree become part of this. 

In devising strategies to overcome this 
combination of naivete, romanticized 
notions of warrior values, and a desire to be 
part of a war machine, the authors of Army 
of None provide a manual for depriving 
the military of that small percentage of 
youth they need to continue their wars. 
Co-author Allison is 
a vet who received 


around the world, so the book concludes 
with an emphasis on creating People Power 
outside of the official channels. A tools and 
resources section is extremely valuable, 
particularly for people without previous 
organizing experience. 

I’ll end as I began with another Vietnam era 
slogan, “FTA!,” or “Fuck The Army!” That 
one was from the soldiers themselves. 


a conscientious 
objector discharge 
from the Army 
Reserves, and Solnit 
is a long time activist 
and organizer, best 
known for his role 
in the 1999 Seattle 
demonstrations 
against the WTO and 
the creator of the 
giant puppets seen at 
so many actions. 

Army of None 
defines the extent 
and techniques of 
recruitment efforts 
(most of them 
shocking), but then 
gives practical tips 


Enlist...AND them 

CHANCE YOUR MIND 



&\ Rights 
advocates can 
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The Lako^ah 

Secession 


by Iris Waxcutc-ka (Hotcagara) 

In mid-December, an organization of Lakotah Sioux issued a 
declaration of independence claiming to unilaterally break treaties 
with the US government going back to 1868. '‘We are no longer 
citizens of the United States of America and all those who live in 
the five-state area that encompasses our country [Nebraska, South 
Dakota, North Dakota, Montana, Wyoming] are free to join us,” 
activist Russell Means said at a press conference. Means, one of the 
organization’s “chief facilitators,” explained to the press that the 
new country would issue passports and driving licenses to those 
who disowned their status as US citizens. Some of the other public 
faces of Lakotah separatism including American Indian Movement 
(AIM) militants Canupa Gluha Mani (formerly Duane Martin, Sr.) 
and Naomi Archer of the Oglala Lakotah Strong Heart Warrior 
Society, Phyllis Young of Women of All Red Nations (WARN), and 
Garry Rowland of the Chief Big Foot Riders. 

Official messages from the “Provisional Government of the Republic 
of Lakotah” (and a connected group called simply “Lakotah Oyate”) 
were sent to US State Department, and Lakotah diplomatic 
missions conferred with officials at the South African, Bolivian, 
and Chilean embassies. An ill-defined underground organization 
of “Bulgarian freedom fighters” has expressed their support for the 
action, as have Venezuela’s leftist president Hugo Chavez and the 
post-Soviet dictator Vladimir Putin. As of early February, only two US 
government Bureau of Indian Affairs-sanctioned tribal governments 
have repudiated this secession movement; a delegation of 
Cheyenne are said to be contemplating a similar declaration later 
this spring, and such talk has been heard in some corners of the 
Mohawk Nation and among other tribes of Turtle Island. 

Outside of the Prairie states affected, this stunning announcement 
was largely ignored by the corporate media. Those who did report 
on it presumably did so for its novelty value, and comments on the 
story appearing on internet news sites were choked with sneers 
about casinos and “drunken Indians” (it looks like those bigots 
have never heard of Catalonians, Kosavars, Kurds, or Quebecois). 
I’m not aware of any news agency that classified the Lakotah 
declaration as part of a wider wave of Fourth World insurrection. 
By some counts, there are about 6000 communities in the world 
today involved in some type of “Fourth World struggle,” defined 
here as insurrectionary efforts by minority populations with distinct 
political cultures and ethnic identities to gain sovereignty over 
a distinctly separate territorial homeland. All signs indicate that 
number and intensity of Fourth World struggles will likely increase 
rather than diminish in the future. 

The question of whether or not this particular self-determination 
movement is a good thing for the Lakotah Sioux (or for native 
peoples in North America more broadly) cannot be answered 
here—Russell Means is a controversial and very divisive figure 
within the American Indian civil rights movement with ties to 
the so-called “Libertarian” Party in the United States and to the 
academic activist Ward Churchill, [i] Fifth Estate failed to find 
anyone connected with the Lakotah secession willing to write 
about it for the magazine. Nor could they find someone who was 


knowledgeable enough about the complicated history of AIM (and 
its sectarian splinters) to walk us through the deeper meaning of 
this expression of self-determination at this moment in time. [iij 
The best I can offer, then, are general remarks. 

Are secession movements like the Lakotah Oyate at all relevant to 
anarchists? A couple years ago. Fifth Estate ran a report-back from 
a meeting in Vermont of New England secessionists and it touched 
off a bit of argument. Once in a while, some individual effort by 
the Zapatistas or the Palestinians or the Basques attracts anarchist 
attentions, but the consensus seems to be to avoid these sorts of 
efforts. Why should anarchists involve themselves in efforts by 
“provisional governments” to establish ethnic sovereignty? Why 
would anarchists be interested in movements that create more 
nations, more governments, and more borders? Secessionism 
and proclamations for self-rule usually reek with the stench of 
nationalism, ethnic pride, and often religious identity politics. Why 
in the hell would any of us want more causes like that? 

But look at it this way: obviously, Putin and Chavez don’t give a 
damn about the rights of indigenous people in North America or 
anywhere. They spoke out in support of the Lakotah renegades 
because of their own anti-US political agendas. Perhaps it’s this 
kind of strictly limited thinking that anarchists need to adopt when 
considering whether or not to defend Fourth World fights. Just 
think about how a dozen such aboriginal uprisings could erode 
the day-to-day effectiveness on the USA’s empire. In its simplest 
form, the nationalist rebellions of Tibetans against the Chinese are 
more than a Buddhist revolt or an anti-Chinese revolt: it is an attack 
on the authority and integrity of the State. The same goes for the 
Welsh, Flemish, Balochistani, or the Bavarian militants. Each have 
their own extremely specific historical reasons for their separatist 
organizations and most are motivated by some very particular set of 
identity politics to which most anarchists would object. But all are 
attacks against the State. 

The Lakotah secession is more than a battle fought by an 
underprivileged tribal group in the Midwest lashing out against 
a century and a half of a very specific history of persecution, 
oppression, and poverty. In broader and more general terms, the 
Lakotah’s war for sovereignty is a war for autonomous multi-cellular 
decentralization against the State. It is an attempt to set up one 
more small-scale alternative to the over-developed obesities of the 
New World Order. Isn’t that something anarchists can agree on? 
These aren’t movements that want to remove the ruling political 
parties from government so that they can take over the State. They 
want to break the grip that the State has over their lives. Each tiny 
secession group is a grain of sand contributing to the gumming up 
of the grinding gears of the megamachine. 

One of the editors at Fifth Estate rejected a different version of 
my article and said that that what 1 was arguing reminded him 
was “just another version of the Communist Party’s platform for 
Third World struggles during the Cold War.” But I say that 
complaining about what is or what isn’t “anarchist enough” 
for anarchists to get behind is just another version of what a 
Communist Party does when it tests for ideological discipline and 








purity. For anarchists to sit back and say "Well, let’s wait and see what organizations) are doing is an anti-colonial revolt. They are breaking 

political philosophy these people support” is really just an excuse to away from a government and a State that has ethnically cleansed 

do nothing. For anarchist, this is the equivalent of being complicit them from North America physically, culturally, and economically 

with state control. Estate may not support the cause of revolt on the rez, but I do. 

^ , , u 1 • u ’’ n I hope others of you will, too. 

Fifth Estate brags about "supporting revolution everywhere ; well, ^ 

what the Lakotah (and soon enough, other First Nation and native 

[i] The bloody stand-off between the FBI, US Federal marshals, and AIM at Pine Ridge, SD, in February 1973 included some of the 
Lakotah separatists responsible for December’s declaration. The fall-out from the Wounded Knee takeover shattered the movement 
and caused decades-worth of suspicions, grudges, and in-fighting. Here in Minnesota, the late Clyde Bellecourt of the Minneapolis 
American Indian Movement regularly accused Russell Means of criminal activity and often denounced Ward Churchill as a government 
agent. He also called for reprisals against Churchill for his "un-American” 2001 essay on the 9/11 terrorist attacks. 

[ii] In the late 1960s, AIM had been vital in wresting local control of re^rvation life away from the Federal government and for advancing 
the fight for the most basic human and civil rights. The government rtsponded as expected: treachery, brutality, COINTEL dirty tricks, 
and show trials with lots of sketchy evidence. For Fifth Estate readers unaware of the story, consider the trial and imprisonment of 
Leonard Peltier as completely typical of the Feds’ persecution of AIM. 

The Black Hawk War of the Artists,,,,., 

August 2, 2007 was the 175th anniversary of the Bad Axe massacre, when US soldiers, settler militias, and army gunboats slaughtered 
Sauk (Osakiwug), Fox, and Kickapoo Indians following the Battle of Wisconsin Heights. This mass killing effectively put an end to the 
Black Hawk Wars. The wars, named for what the British had given the indomitable war chief Ma-Ka-Tai-Me-She-Kia-Kiak, began with 
conflict over long-simmering objections to the 1804 treaties. Black Hawk was captured, imprisoned, and put on public display all over 
the US. He later fell ill and died in Iowa. 

In 1913, the 'Prairie Troubadour" Vachel Lindsay wrote to congratulate the sculptor Lorado Taft on his monumental statue of Black 
Hawk (technically called The Eternal Indian) in Oregon, IL, calling it "the one thing of its kind in America" and "as necessary a symbol 
as the Statue of Liberty in New York Harbor." The poem inspired by the statue appeared in print in 1914 and is reproduced below. In the 
manuscript for his classic utopian socialist science-fiction fantasy The Golden Book of Springfield (1918), Lindsay celebrated the "Red 
Indian Truth, "saying that native tribes "were the terror of lying politicians." 


{To be given in the manner of the Indian Oration and the Indian War-Cry} 


Hawk of the Rocks, 

Yours is our cause to-day. 

Watching your foes 
Here in our war array, 

Young men we stand. 

Wolves of the West at bay. 

Power, power for war 
Comes from these trees divine; 
Power from the boughs. 

Boughs where the dew-beads shine. 
Power from the cones— 

Yea, from the breath of the pine! 

Power to restore 

All that the white hand mars. 

See the dead east 
Crushed with the iron cars— 

Chimneys black 
Blinding the sun and stars! 

Hawk of the pines. 

Hawk of the plain-winds fleet. 

You shall be king 
There in the iron street. 

Factory and forge 
Trodden beneatn your feet. 

'Ill.. 


There will proud trees 
Grow as they grow by streams. 

There will proud thoughts 
Walk as in warrior dreams. 

There will proud deeds 
Bloom as when battle gleams! 

Warriors of Art, 

We will hold council there. 

Hewing in stone 
Things to the trapper fair. 

Painting the gray 

Veils that the spring moons wear. 

This our revenge. 

This one tremendous change: 

Making new towns, 
it with a star-fire strange. 

Wild as the dawn 
Gilding the bison-range. 

All the young men 
Chanting your cause that day. 

Red-men, new-made 
Out of the Saxon clay. 

Strong and redeemed. 

Bold in your war-array! 

—Vachel Lindsay 
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by Yusuf Kataev 

I look at the man sitting before me. He 
is a very polite man. He is in his mid¬ 
thirties. He is meticulously dressed in a 
plaid shirt and a pair of blue jeans. Lying* 
on the table in front of him are piles of 
papers, on which he occasionally writes 
notes. He is cheerful, in a very good 
mood. Often, he strokes his scratched 
hand. Having noticed that this caught 
my eye, he smiles and explains; “The 
cat. My cat scratched me. You know, 
these Siamese cats are so malicious.” 

He smiles and waits for my reaction. I 
am a polite man, too, and besides I am 
too proud to show him how I am wounded and I force myself to smile at him in response 
and I say something like “oh, yes-yes, these Siamese cats, they are really malicious.” 

The man is pleased. He begins to write something again. 


Minutka Square, Grozny, Chechnya 


Cats. The cat-scratched hands. I suddenly remember the bloodstained lumps of human bodies. Have you ever seen that? First you do 
not understand, you mistake it for crimson clothes, scattered here and there, you hardly even notice them. But in the last moment, you 
understand, that this is a human body, broken. Blood on the ground, grayish lumps of brains. 

Surely, the vagrant cats in Grozny in the winter of 2000 did not suffer from lack of food. They did not need to scratch someone because 
they needed attention. Their food rolled everywhere. They had their own demon chefs behind the steering wheels of the Russian 
combat planes or behind levers of the Russian artillery. The city has been filled with corpses. 

Novermber, 1999; Lenin’s Avenue in Grozny. It is a cold autumn day. There Russian planes come out of nowhere, over and over again. 
Within minutes, three or four powerful explosions are distributed. Planes fly low. They have nothing to fear, the Chechen insurgents 
are armed with only simple arms. Soon the planes leave. We run to the automobile tunnel where the bombs fell. Behind this tunnel is 
the beginning of the well-known “Minutka,” the square in the Chechen capitol. Fifty meters into the tunnel is a huge hole, next to an 
overturned burning lorry. Clothes and fragments of furniture roll around. The explosion must have been strong because it is scattered 
in a radius of 20-30 meters. The explosion turned out to be a water pipe and now the pipe sticks out upwards, as if it were a surreal 
monument to this absurdity. “These are deep bombs,” a man confidently speaks, “Only they can leave such holes.” 

Around the burning automobile some bodies lay, one young man shows signs of life. We rush to him. “Momma! Momma!” he begins to 
shout. “Momma, where are you?” We pick him up, we wipe blood from his face, and we check his wounds. He is lucky—he is only in 
shock, there is no visible damage. But his parents and his friend (who he had asked to go with him to help them move their things from 
the city to a relative’s home in the village) are dead. We moved their bloody bodies aside, with the hope of being able to bring them to 
relatives in the next passing car. The man, having come to, rushes to the bodies of his parents. The air around him was inipregnated 
with grief He does not shout at all, he growls like a wounded animal. He caresses the bodies of his parents, squeezes their hands. He 
mutters incoherently, he shouts something to the sky, shaking his fists. Such suffering, a heart could just about burst from the monstrous 
pressure. I move away so that I will not see ;^ny more of it. 

Thomas. Yes, right, the man with the scratched hands is Thomas. 

He is an employee of the United Nations High Commission for Refugees in Azerbaijan where I have ended up. Me, the simple Chechen 
who has run from that Hell that the Russian invaders have brought to my home, my land. I want to tell Thomas the story of what I saw at 
home. I want to tell about the charred corpses of women and children, about the destroyed houses, about that feeling of powerlessness 
and bitterness. I am an honest person who could be trusted, and now I shall tell him and all people in the free world everything, and 
he will be shocked, he will set aside his pile of papers, he will ask again, hasty to ask questions. His eyes will be filled with pain and 
compassion. In fact people in the West do not know the truth of the matter. They probably cannot simply believe that, in the 21 st 
century, there is still such barbarity that in one stroke the whole city is erased, along with hundreds of thousand of inhabitants. 

But American Thomas is not concerned with me. He was scratched by his cat. He listens to me, but in his eyes I see fatal melancholy. 

To him all these people, with these extinct eyes, arrived from unknown Chechnya and by telling him about their sufferings, they have 
bothered him terribly. He would like to finish all of this somewhat quicker, to get up from the desk, go home, take a bath, and have 
supper and watch CNN on satellite TV 


Yes, I suddenly realize all this and I stopped my telling. What sense is there in speaking about death and destruction to this person who 
is bothered by his scratched hand? But I am a polite man and I smile toward him and I say: “Oh, yes, I know these cats....” 

Yusuf Kataev is a Chechen refugee in Baku, Azerbaijan 
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What It Means to Be 
a Prison Abolitionist 

by Amanda D. 

I started this work a few years ago when I became fascinated by what prisons were like in other countries and what prisoners in Saudi 
Arabia, Vietnam, and China had to endure. Then I became more involved in the local anarchist scene and was turned on to Independent 
Media and the Anarchist Black Cross (ABC). The original purpose of the ABC was to support the anarchists who were put in prison 
during the Russian Revolution. A group of people on the outside organized themselves and delivered much needed support and help to 
their comrades on the inside. The ABC still has that mission, however, in the US, it has grown to encompass all prisoners who have the 
intentions of making their lives right and lifting themselves up to a higher plane of existence. 

I soon learned about Stanley Tookie Williams and Mumia Abu Jamal: two very high profile death row inmates who had a positive influence 
on society, but were trapped in the system with no way to get out, despite each man s mighty support from people all over the world. I 
found out about an open listserv called ‘ABC Friends” which is an international email group that is focused on anarchist prisoners and 

* prison issues in general. Through these many emails, I was quickly brought into a deeper awareness of the level of injustice going on within 
the so-called justice system. 

When I moved to Cleveland, the anarchists here were starting an ABC and I jumped right in. Once Cleveland ABC’s address was published 

* in the bi-monthly ABC Network newsletter, we began receiving mail from prisoners, mostly requests for literature. I was responsible for 
writing the letters and sending out literature, which to me, was the most interesting aspect of the network. I also became a part of the 
Cleveland Independent Media Center and co-hosted a weekly radio show. Using the internet and the contacts I was developing, I learned 
about all kinds of political prisoners and the way the system works. On the radio show, I ran a regular prison section with current prison 
news, talked about what was going on with the prisoners I was in contact with, and usually had a profile about a political prisoner. 

My goal for doing prisoner solidarity work is to break down the walls of separation between those of us on the outside and those of us on 
the inside. The most important aspect of my work is building relationships and helping out people as much as I can. Many of the prisoners 
I have come across have become anarchists while in prison and it has been a true joy to work with them. From the get-go, I wanted to 
reach out past the walls, past the concrete, past the steel, past the laws of the State, and bring a little piece of life from the outside to those 
who are hungry for the humanity that is in them. 

The relationships I have developed with prisoners over the years have become very precious to me. I have also come to realize how 
important those relationships are to those who I have formed them with. Those of us who reach out to those in prison are like a lifeline. 

We are the most valuable thing they possess. Relationships with prisoners are not the easiest to establish and maintain because both parties 
are coming from such different environments and the needs of prisoners are acute. I have had to assert myself in a number of instances to 
let the other person know where I was coming from and what my limits were. 

It takes time to get something established and to get on the same page. It takes patience and continual communication but once the swing 
gets in motion, then things can start to happen. Each prisoner is different as far as their needs and our relationship. Some of 
them, I consider comrades and we collaborate on projects; some I keep in regular communication with like a pen pal. Whatever the case, 
it’s a small thing on my part, but a huge to the one on the other side. By bridging the gap, by reaching out, by making the gulf between 
those on the inside and those on the outside a little smaller, it’s my way of abolishing one of the prison system’s most powerful weapons: 
the wall of separation. 

It is not easy for the human spirit to rise above its situation if it feels like the world is against them. This is exactly how the prison system 
is set up today. Prisoners, regardless of what they have done or the circumstances surrounding their case, are dehumanized and castrated. 
They go out of sight, out of mind. 

* ... though they shouldn Y forget about me because they are spending an average of $30,000 a year on me. For that kind of money, I should 
be getting the kind of treatment I deserve, hut I’m not. I’m forgotten, neglected, silenced. I don’t matter... For we are at the mercy of the 
state. We are their property, we are their slaves. Rarely will you find a slave owner who cares about his property. Usually the wardens 
are just actors, and their cast of characters follow their script. It’s just like a nursing home. They get all the money and leave the human 
to rot. Will I get out of here? I don’t know. Will I survive this hell? I don’t know. Suicide is a viable option some days, but other days I want 
to live, regardless of my circumstances. There is a glimmer of hope out there, somewhere. It’s dim most of the time, but I know it s there. 
And it’s enough to keep me going, even though the world is against me ... 

People on the outside have the power to reach through the cold bars of steel and touch a human heart that lies trapped behind those 
bars—the heart that can soar above its circumstances if given a window. I want to bring out the human behind the iron armor. That’s what 
we can do through our communication and assistance to those who are truly seeking help and want to survive, to do better, to live. We can 
bring them a petal of freedom, a petal they will save and cherish and eventually, if we keep up the work, they will make a beautiful flower 
with. Yes, flowers can grow in the cold stone. I’ve seen it happen. 
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“Tony” 

Revealed 


Anarchist Alexander Berkman was sentenced to serve twenty-two 
years in prison for his attempt to shoot robber-baron Henry Clay 
Frick during the Homestead miners ’strike. While in prison, a plot 
was hatched to break him out. Who was the key figure involved 
in Berkman ’s attempted prison escape? 


by G.L. Doebler 

Those who know about Alexander Berkman and Emma Goldman 
are familiar with the story of Berkman’s ill-fated attempt to escape 
from Pennsylvania’s Western Penitentiary in the summer of 1900. 
[1] Although Berkman conceived of the escape plan when he 
learned of an almost forgotten underground passage beneath the 
prison yard from an older inmate, implementation of the plan 
to tunnel out of the prison did not begin until a prisoner known 
to history only as “Tony” was released late in 1899. Berkman 
and Tony had developed a secret code so that Berkman could 
communicate with the team of anarchist comrades (recruited 
from around the country and including Eric B. Morton and Vella 
Kinsella) who dug a tunnel from a house on Sterling Street in 
Wood Run, PA (now part of Pittsburgh), which was adjacent to 
the prison, under the western wall and into the prison yard. 

The digging took several months and was a masterpiece of 
engineering. Kinsella, a musician from Chicago, played tunes on 
her piano to ensure that the sounds of the tunnelers would not 
be heard by neighbors or prison guards. During construction 
of the tunnel, Tony was the only member of the group who 
could communicate with Berkman, and later accounts of the 
escape attempt suggest that Tony assumed a leadership role that 
Berkman and the co-conspirators found counter-productive and 
frustrating. The anarchists completed the tunnel in mid-July 1900, 
but unfortunately for Berkman, bricks intended for a construction 
project inside the prison were dumped on the terminus of the 
tunnel in the prison yard, and he was not able to access the tunnel. 
Later that month, the tunnel was discovered, and all hope for 
Berkman’s escape evaporated. 

At the time, neither the prison authorities nor the police 
conclusively determined who built the tunnel or for whom the 
tunnel was intended (although Berkman was punished with a stint 
in solitary confinement). The facts of the escape attempt were 
later disclosed by Berkman in Prison Memoirs of an Anarchist and 
by Emma Goldman in Living My Life . However, neither Berkman 
nor Goldman ever disclosed the identity the mysterious “Tony,” 
nor have subsequent researchers ascertained his identity. It has 
remained an enduring mystery. [2] 

The most recent scholarship on Emma Goldman, Candace Falk 
and company’s multi-volume collection of Goldman’s papers 
sheds no additional light on the mystery. The authors credit 
Paul Avrich for providing information indicating that Tony was a 
“German anarchist.” [3] It is surprising to see Professor Avrich 
credited for this information since it is common knowledge that 
Tony was of German origin—Berkman himself wrote that Tony was 
an Alsatian. Nothing new there, so why the credit? 

What Professor Avrich did not disclose, or perhaps didn’t know, 
is that Tony’s name was Charles Snyder. Western Penitentiary 
prisoner number A985, Charles Snyder was arrested in 1894 for 
sodomy. [4] He was confined to the penitentiary on December 15, 
1894, at age 31, and was released on November 22, 1899, at age 
36. During his stay in Western Pen, he worked in the mat shop. At 
the time of intake into Riverside (as the prison was also known), 


he was described by prison officials as 5’8” tall, 152 pounds, 
with a dark complexion, raven black hair, and “mar pure” eyes. 

His physical and mental condition was described as “good.” He 
claimed that he had attended public school in Germany until the 
age of 21, and indeed, he could read and write. He also claimed 
that both of his parents were still alive when he was age 16; he 
was not naturalized and was unapprenticed, listing his occupation 
as “butcher.” He was described as an “occasionally intemperate” 
drinker who never married or served in the armed forces. 

Although he originally hailed from Baden, Germany, at the time 
of his incarceration he had lived in Pennsylvania for eight years. 

My research suggests that, although prison officials listed him as a 
butcher, Snyder has a somewhat more varied occupational history. 
Pittsburgh city directories show that in 1892, Charles Snyder was 
a principal in a candy manufacturing and retail business called 
Dohrman & Snyder (listed in the 1891 directory as Dohrmann & 
Schneider), which was located at 264 Ohio Street in Allegheny 
City. This address was in the heart of the German community 
in Allegheny City, which included many anarchists, including 
Carl Nold and Henry Bauer. (Indeed, the largest-selling German 
language newspaper in western Pennsylvania, the Sonntagsbote 
Sonntagsblatt, and Reform —“the paper read by intelligent 
working men”—was published just down the street at 212 Ohio 
Street.) Charles Snyder’s residential address is listed as 92 Spring 
Garden Street (7 th Ward) in Allegheny City. [5] This address is 
across the street and a few doors down (away from “downtown” 
Allegheny City) from 73 Spring Garden Street, where Henry Bauer 
lived in 1892, along with fellow anarchist and shoemaker Maxwell 
Albrecht. It is only a short distance from 5 Cherry Alley, the 
boardinghouse owned by anarchist Paul Eckert where Carl Nold 
lived. Previously, Joseph Fricke, a local anarchist “leader” whom 
Bauer was supposed to have succeeded upon Fricke’s suicide, 
lived in this neighborhood. (Fricke is most notable as a host of and 
delegate to the 1883 Pittsburgh Congress, from which issued the 
famous Pittsburgh Manifesto .) 

It appears that Dohrmann and Snyder dissolved their business 
partnership in 1892, because while Louis Dohrman is listed as a 
candymaker in the 1893 City Directory, Dohrman & Snyder no 
longer appears, and the Charles Snyder listed at 92 Spring Garden 
Street is identified as a peddler. Dohrman apparently moved his 
candymaking business to 508 Wood Street in downtown Pittsburgh 
and moved his residence further away from downtown Allegheny 
City to City View in Reserve Township. [6] (Police alleged that 
anarchists from the Spring Garden/Allegheny City neighborhood 
would follow Spring Garden Street northwest out of town to 
Reserve Township to hold nighttime political meetings, thereby 
avoiding the surveillance of the city police.) Charles Snyder 
disappears from the 1894 City Directory (even though he wasn’t 
arrested until December 11, 1894), but interestingly, Charles 
Schneider, a laborer/bricklayer who lived at 82 Hill Street in 
Allegheny City’s 12 th Ward, first appears in the directories in 1895 
and continues to appear in the 1896 directory. Of course, Charles 
Schneider was the contact person for the Berkman Defense Fund 
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referenced several times in volume one of the Emma Goldman 
Papers series. 

Is there a connection between Charles Snyder and Charles 
Schneider? That’s a good research question. My speculation 
is that they were t^ e same person. Berkman remarks in one 
of his sub rosa notes quoted in the Prison Memoirs that it was 
fortunate that the prison authorities did not know Tony’s real 
identity; otherwise, he would be under special surveillance. It 
is possible that the authorities did not realize that the prisoner 
Charles Snyder was Berkman Defense Fund member Charles 
Schneider. [7] Moreover, Hill Street is near the Spring Garden 
neighborhood where Henry Bauer and Charles Snyder lived, and 
Hill Street actually intersected with Spring Garden Street just a 
bit further to west of 92 Spring Garden. It therefore appears that 
Charles Snyder a.k.a Schneider moved from 92 Spring Garden 


Street to 82 Hill Street sometime in 1894 and operated the 
defense fund from the Hill Street address until his imprisonment. 
[8] That Schneider’s listing in the city directories continued 
through 1896 (even though Snyder was arrested December 
1894) may have been just a result of slow-moving updates on the 
part of the directories’ publishers, or perhaps the Defense Fund 
continued to use the name and address for a time after Snyder 
was imprisoned - for their protection as well as his. 

Further research on Charles Snyder may yield additional 
information not only about Berkman’s attempted escape but also 
about the anarchist community in Pittsburgh and possibly about 
links between anarchists in Germany and the United States. For 
the moment, we will have to be satisfied that the mystery of 
Tony’s identity has been solved. 
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[1] Editors’ note : This article follows up on some research first presented in G.L. Doebler’s “Berkman’s 


Tunnel to Freedom,” Fifth Estate 27:1 (Spring 1992), 4. 

[2] As have the identities of other members of the escape team. It seems unlikely that Eric and “Tony” could have dug the tunnel by themselves, but no mention has 
ever been made of other diggers. Carl Nold is one possibility. 


[3] Candace Falk, et al., ed., Emma Goldman: A Documentary History of the American Years, Vol. I: Made for America, 64. 


[4] Sodomy, of course, in the 1890s was a word used to describe various “unnatural” sexual behaviors and did not necessarily mean homosexual acts. The “News of 
the Courts” section of the Pittsburgh Chronicle Telegraph of December 14,1894, indicates that Charles Snyder was sent to the penitentiary that day for six years for 
“an unnatural crime.” Allegheny County fail Daily Register is a bit more descriptive, however, and indicates that Charles Snyder, a butcher from Germany, was 

incarcerated for “Sodomy & Buggery.” While either term can mean sex with an animal or certain heterosexual sex acts, they generally refer to homosexual practices; 
in particular, anal sex. Among the male-dominated immigrant working population of the 1890s, such behavior was not unusual, nor was it as severely stigmatized 
as it was among other populations. (See, e.g., Eric Rauchway s discussion of this topic in his 2003 book Killing McKinley .) Still, the cause of Snyder s arrest and 
his possible homosexuality are intriguing, especially considering that he and Berkman became comrades in prison, where homosexual relationships, or at least 
nonphysical feelings of love between male prisoners, were not uncommon. (See Berkman’s discussion in Prison Memoirs .) One also wonders how, if Tony were a 
homosexual, that circumstance may have affected his relations with the tunnel conspirators, which were evidently not always harmonious. 



[5] There are numerous Charles Snyders, Charles Schneiders, 
and Charles Schniders listed in the city directories for the 
1890s. The Charles Snyder who lived at 92 Spring Garden Street 
first appears in the 1892 directory. It is possible that he lived 

in Pittsburgh prior to 1892, and it appears that he did live in 
Pittsburgh in 1891, when Dohrman & Schneider first appears 
in the directories. However, due to his common name, it is 
impossible to trace his previous addresses without additional 
information. 

[6] Interestingly, the 1894 City Directory gives 508-512 
Wood Street as the address for Reymer & Bros., wholesale 
confectioners. It thus appears that Dohrman not only moved his 
candy manufacturing business to downtown Pittsburgh, but also 
began some sort of commercial relationship with Reymer & Bros. 

[7] Of course, we know from the candy manufacturing 
enterprise - Dohrman & Snyder a.k.a Dohrmann & Schneider 
- that Charles Snyder sometimes used the Anglicized form 

of his name “Snyder” and sometimes used the German form 
“Schneider.” This lends more weight to the theory that Snyder 
and Schneider were the same person. 

[8] Intriguingly, a Charles Schneider, also described as a laborer, 
briefly appears for one year only in the 1894 City Directory at 
92 High St. in the 7 th Ward (adjacent to the 12 th Ward) in 
Allegheny City. I cannot however, confirm that Snyder a.k.a 
Schneider moved from 92 Spring Garden to High Street in 1894 
and then to Hill Street in 1895, although it is possible. Due to the 
common nature of the name Charles Snyder (Schneider), one 
can find residents with that name at almost any time in the city 
directories (e.g., even in 1889 there apf)ears a Charles Schneider, 
a laborer, at 24 Troy Hill Road in Allegheny City, which is not far 
from the Spring Garden neighborhood in the 12 th Ward where 
Bauer and Snyder lived). It is the proximity of Charles Snyder’s 
residence at 92 Spring Garden Street to Henry Bauer’s residence 
at 73 Spring Garden, as well as to the Hill Street address, that 
suggests the link between Charles Snyder a.k.a Charles Schneider 
and the Allegheny City anarchist community. 


Western Pennsylvania Warden Wright looks on as workers uncover the tunnel 
intended for Alexander Berkman's escape 
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One of the challenges today is to exist in a worid in which you 
have no real control over your destiny Our options are limited 
depending on demographics of ethnicity, gender, and wealth 
(or lack of). In conjunction with “the System” as it stands, 
we also must contend with cultural trends that negate our 
independence and interest in freedom from the ruling class. 

In certain sectors of society, generations have survived 
on welfare. This being a trend in the particular family or 
community, it takes an individual in that particular family or 
community to think “outside of the box” and break from that 
trend. The next greater challenge for that individual is to set 
a new trend. 

Using the analogy of welfare, our society’s parallel is the trend 
in which masses of people rely on the Government—not 
for public aid, but for interpretation of facts (the media), 
interpretation of reality (academics), policy making, decision 
making, and the settlement of disputes. If we can reason as a 
people that it is wrong to live off of or rely on the Government 
for food, clothes, and shelter, then we should also be able to 
reason that it is equally self- destructive, lazy, and wrong to rely 
on the government for this kind of social welfare. 

The youth are faced with the tedious task of breaking the 
trend and setting a new trend. Just look at how the hip- 
hop community came under attack for its self-initiated 
“stop snitching” campaign: first, the fact that this was a self- 
determined initiative by the community meant conflict with 
the norm because the community is expected to leave the 
policy making to the aristocrats. If we are going to do the jobs of the CIA, FBI, and local police, then why are we paying them? If we 
are expected to volunteer, then they should exist as a volunteer agency. A community servant works as a service to the community; a 
mercenary is a hired gun paid generously to enforce the “rule” of the ruling class. 

Secondly, the particular determination that snitching should end conflicts with the cultural structure in which Americans exist. We are 
expected to provide whatever information we know about each other to the Government, spy on each other, eavesdrop, and settle all of 
our disputes through mediation of the Government’s officials. Suing each other and calling the police on each other to settle disputes 
leads to the outright destruction of our community and our respect for each others’ existence as neighbors. It has deteriorated our 
social skills and ability to deal with each other. If we can’t respect or earn the respect of our fellows, then we have a problem that the law 
simply can’t solve. Each community has its own unique problems which only it can solve. 

Prison is not the answer. Self-respect and respect for others has never been instilled by the penal system; in fact, the penal system 
breeds predators—if you are not one going in, chances are you’ll be one coming out. A.id calling the police only adds to the already 
disproportionate number of citizens incarcerated or murdered by officers. 

In addition to the “stop snitching” campaign, another move that communities have made towards breaking the social welfare trend is the 
remarkable efforts to clean up after the explosion of the 9th ward levee during Hurricane Katrina. People are continuing to be a part of 
the clean-up effort, though unfortunately, their individual efforts alone are not enough. 

As volunteers, community organizations, and residents scramble to put their lives back together in the shadows, the Government and 
corporate America have been focusing on restoring the “more important” parts of New Orleans such as the French Quarter and Garden 
District. According to a report in The Daily Reveille of Louisiana State University, $185 million was spent on restoring the New Orleans 
Superdome alone ($116 million came from FEMA), $60 million went to restoring the Morial Convention Center, and $37 million into a 
new parking garage for luxury cruise boats. All this extravagance going on while many displaced citizens can’t return home. 

Why should we carry on with this trend of relying on the Government when we are only left at the bottom of their shoe like bubble gum? 
If you are tired of being stepped on, then become a trend setter. The power is in the people. 

Romeo Hardin 
#1102753 
PO Box 316 
Ft. Madison, lA 52627 


Tired of Being Stepped On? 


by Romeo Hardin 


Most op us are umcomcrrnep wnrH the 
tNSECT WOetD THAT^iSrs SENEATN 
FEET.,. 
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The Prisoners (1908) 


Kathe Kollwitz 


Nothing exemplifies the sickness and degradation of the 
present society more than its “criminal justice” system, a cold¬ 
blooded infliction of suffering on a scale that far surpasses 
whatever offenses its victims may have been guilty of 

Think how long an hour can seem if you’re caught in some 
boring or frustrating situation. Then imagine being locked 
away not for an hour, or a day, or a week, but for years in a 
mean, ugly, hopeless environment administered by guards 
and officials who are in many cases more vicious and mentally 
sick than most of your fellow prisoners, who themselves may 
not be the most charming or uplifting of companions. And to 
add to the torment, knowing that a considerable portion of 
the people on the outside have been led to believe that you 
are being “coddled,” and that “light” sentences of “only” a few 
years amount to “getting off easy.” 

Meanwhile, in the name of cutting government expenses, 
demagogic politicians slash modest social programs that might 
provide at least some “at-risk” young people with alternatives 
to poverty and despair, while simultaneously supporting what 
amounts to an immense government subsidy of lifelong slave 
labor in the modernized gulags they are spending billions of 
dollars to build. This trend is developing its own self-perpetuating 
momentum, reinforcing and being reinforced by those who have a 
vested interest in the rapidly expanding “prison-industrial complex.' 

Even supposing that these gulags actually reduced crime or 
rehabilitated criminals (they do neither), they are a crime against 
humanity. If a social system can function only at the cost of 
making the lives of millions of people a living hell, I say to hell 
with that system. 

It doesn’t have to be that way. A liberated society could easily do 
away with the whole prison system. The vast majority of crimes 
are directly or indirectly related to money and property and 
would become meaningless with the elimination of capitalism. 


Communities would then be free to experiment with various 
methods for dealing with the rare antisocial acts that might still 
occur. I don’t claim that there would be no problems, only that 
there would be far fewer problems than there are now, when 
people who happen to find themselves at the bottom of an absurd 
social order are harshly punished for their crude efforts to escape 
while those at the top loot the planet with impunity. 

Even within the present society, it would be possible to immediately 
free all the prisoners who are incarcerated for “victimless crimes” 
(drug use, consensual sex); to significantly reduce the prison terms 
for most other crimes; to emphasize rehabilitation rather than 
punishment; to improve prison conditions; and to eliminate all 
forms of physical and psychological torture; as well as to equalize 
the laws and their enforcement. We rarely see the law-and-order 
demagogues do anything serious to crack down on bank fraud, 
political bribery, false advertising, real estate speculation, labor 
exploitation, war profiteering, or environmental destruction, to 
say nothing of the mass murderers who run many of the world’s 
states. If such people were jailed as readily as petty thieves, prison 
conditions would be improved soon enough. 


There are many forms of engagement which I encourage you to 
consider: 

• Help prisoners directly (corresponding with them, sending 
them money, books and other needed supplies, helping with 
their legal cases). 

• Take part in volunteer projects to teach prisoners 

to read, to meditate or otherwise improve their lives while 
they’re incarcerated and to prepare them for when they get 
out. 

• Help them make the transition when they get out. 

• Support movements to free political prisoners, including the 
obscure as well as the famous. 


In order to avoid burnout, I recommend focusing on one or two anti-prison projects 
that particularly appeal to you. If you do not feel like taking part personally, consider 
contributing to others who are doing so. 

A list of anti-prison resources can he found at 
hopsecrets. org/anti-prison. htm 



• Work to repeal draconian laws and to undermine the 
irrational witchhunting mindsets against scapegoats 
(“terrorists,” “drug fiends,” “child molesters”) that tend to • 
encourage such laws. 

• Work with Amnesty International or other watchdog groups 
to pressure authorities tc^ abandon torture and other 
inhumane practices. 

• Make others aware of the hellishness of prison conditions and 
of the insidious power of the prison-industrial complex. 

• Challenge the social system that produces 
all these horrors. 
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“[TheArawaks]. .brought us parrots and balls of cotton ands^iHiPr^ny^l^M)gf!^hkh}^lx^^^^dfo^^gt^}^^I^Sh^t%lls They 
^^‘ingly traded everything they owned. ...They were well built, with good bodies and handsome features.... They do not bear arms and do not know them 
. They have no iron. Their spears are made of cane. . . They would make fine servants. ” 

—Christopher Columbus, ship’s log, October 12, 1492 

by Walker Lane 


This, written by that courageous Italian 
navigator and explorer sailing under the 
flag of Spain, describes his welcome by a 
gentle and guileless people upon his first 
day in the Americas. It ominously presaged 
all that followed. 

Thus begins the oft-told tale of the ignoble 
and ignominious entry into the New (to 
the bewildered sailors of the three ships 
who thought they had arrived in Japan) 
World and the commencement of the 
European invasion and occupation of the 
Western hemisphere. 

Most know the story of the greed, 
oppression and mass murder that resulted 
in the largest and most sweeping ethnic 
cleansing in history, causing the deaths of 
perhaps 30 million Native Americans. 

The discoven^ of Columbus by the Arawaks 
was fortuitous as the three ships might 
have made landfall almost anywhere else 
on the continent that lay between the 
explorers’ intended destination in eastern 
Asia. The random meeting had deadly 
consequences for the tribal people who 
had cheerfully welcomed their strange 
visitors. They suffered a total genocide. 

The flourishing culture of the Arawak/Taino 
people was entirely eliminated as a genus 
after the establishment of the first Spanish 
colony on rlispaniola following Columbus’ 
second vov ge. 

The nearly iked Arawaks were fascinated 
by the clothing covering the entire body 
of their strange visitors, but particularly by 
the metal armor the soldiers wore. At ease 
in their land and their bodies, they didn’t 
realize the murderous potential of these 
armored men whose steel didn’t just cover 
and protect their corporeal beings. The 
invaders also possessed heavily armored 
personalities—extensions of an eons old 
culture of domination and submission, 
of hierarchy, patriarchy; state society, 
acquisitiveness as substitute for intimacy, 
symbolism replacing living life directly. An 
inferior culture met a superior culture, but 
the rigidity and arrogance of Columbus and 
his men blinded them to the reality of their 
hstoric encounter. 

Rather than shedding their clothing and 
armor, stopping their obsessive search for 


gold, ceasing Columbus’ desire to possess 
every piece of land or water he saw by 
naming it in honor of their horrid religion, 
they saw these gentle people as objects to 
be eliminated or enslaved, their land to be 
confiscated, and their wealth to be looted. 
They thus destroyed the opportunity 
they must have at least vaguely glimpsed 
that offered them a chance for psychic 
revolt and renewal from the pathogen of 
European culture they carried with them. 
Columbus and his men could have shed 
their emotional and metal armor and 
embraced the people as the New World 
rather than the land. 

The reasons for the brave voyage across 
a dangerous and uncharted sea are well 
known to all, and stated even in the most 
unapologetic versions of the Columbus 
navigations: the quest for riches and to 
spread the Christian Gospel—to people 
who already had a mytho-poetic spirituality 
that was life-affirming as opposed to 
the cult of execution, sacrifice, sin, 
renunciation of the flesh, and repression 
demanded by the European death cult. 

But it was the expedition for new 
sources of wealth for the motherland 
which framed the Columbus voyages and 
the subsequent ones of the other intrepid 
explorers of that era. This, of course, is not 
an unusual motive for a representative of a 
nation-state. 

Since capitalism’s establishment 
4,000 years ago as a mode of production 
and exchange, with the simultaneous rise 
of the State as the guarantor of the class 
and rule racket, its rapaciousness has been 
ceaseless. Capitalism, by its intrinsic nature, 
necessitates continuous expansion; stasis 
is ruinous to it. By the late 15'^ century, 
driven by a profound society-wide crisis, 
Europe began to push beyond it 
historic geography. 

Classic capitalist theory and its Marxist 
critique usually don’t mark the rise of this 
form of political economy until thousands 
of years later. But when societies operate 
under a sign of valorization, where labor 
is sold, when commodities are exchanged 
and wars are fought to control more of all 
this, it is capitalism, and it began with the 
first nation states. 


There was the inherent tendency, in fact, a 
necessity, to expand capital’s domination 
wherever possible for the different nation 
states of Europe, most of which were in 
constant conflict with one another for 
trade, resources, and goods. By Columbus’ 
time, Portugal, Spain, England, Holland, 
and France had begun a frantic world-wide 
search for wealth outside the boundaries 
of their continent 

Readers with an even scant historical 
knowledge of the political, environmental, 
and cultural circumstances in Europe 
during the period of the so-called Great 
Discoveries—the heroic sea voyages of 
Columbus, Magellan, Cabot and others— 
already know this story. However, it’s 
important to describe what was occurring 
at the time to understand why expanding 
beyond its borders was a necessity for 
European nation states if they were to 
continue their culture as it was constituted. 

Most of the regimes of medieval Europe 
were broke by the end of the 15* century; 
wealth creation was stagnant, constant wars 
drained treasuries, and feudalism 
was collapsing. It’s a charming little tale 
that Queen Isabella of Spain pawned her 
jewels to finance Columbus’ journey in 
hopes his discovery of gold would refill the 
country’s coffers, but it is more indicative 
of the precarious economic situation the 
rulers faced. 

The continent was environmentally ruined, 
in good part, through the destruction of its 
forests which were toppled to supply the 
basic materials of daily life. Wood was used 
heating, cooking, construction, and fuel for 
metal smelting and rudimentary industrial 
energy. Deforesting of many regions 
occurred early on in the metal ages— 
Cyprus cut down its forests so completely 
to supply metallurgic centers with fiiel 
that the island remains treeless today, 

2,000 years later. In his book. Internal 
Combustion, author Edwin Black reports 
that on the shores of the Mediterranean, 
there “are some seventy to ninety million 
tons of slag from ancient smelting.” 

So deforested was western Europe by the 
reign of William the Conqueror beginning 
in 1066, that the new king of England 
ordained the repressive Forest Law which 
forbade commoners from using wood 










for any purpose. Violation was punished 
with severe torture. The mythical Robin 
Hood, who was said to have lived and taken 
sanctuary in King John’s Sherwood Forest, 
was a powerful legend of resentment by 
the common people to this restriction. 

The prohibition is usually put forth as an 
example of kingly arrogance and selfishness, 
but, in fact, was motivated by the extreme 
scarcity of wood. Wood and timber 
scarcity only worsened in Europe by 
the 15'^ century. 

Rivers were heavily polluted from human 
and industrial waste, and food was often 
adulterated by unscrupulous merchants. 
With the use of wood suppressed by the 
elites, and the newly discovered energy 
source of coal becoming the fuel used by 
common people (in England, peat), the 
unrestricted burning by an increasing urban 
population produced a palpable smog 
that was one of the contributing factors 
to plummeting quality of life and health 
standards and diminished life expectancy. 

As great numbers of peasants, freed from 
feudal bondage, streamed into cities, 
what had been small towns swelled to 
unmanageable, filthy, polluted, crime- and 
disease-ridden metropolises. The great 
cities of Medieval Europe became the 
spawning ground for the great plagues of 
the era. Bubonic Plague, the Black Death, 
produced three major epidemics in the 6'^, 
14^*", and 17^*" centuries causing the death of 
an estimated 137 million victims. 

Religious fervor was rampant, frequently to 
the point of mass hysteria, beginning with 
the Crusades in the IT*" century; ostensibly 
with the goal of freeing Jerusalem from 
Muslim control, but in actuality it was 
more about looting Middle Eastern and 
Asia Minor territories, and forcing open 
new trade zones. The succeeding centuries 
were followed by incessant, decades-long 
internecine warfare among the European 
powers that impoverished nations and 
created a permanent class of maimed battle 
casualties and in deaths that significantly 
decreased the number of able-bodied men. 

Pogroms against Jews were frequent, often 
encouraged by the authorities, both secular 
and religious, including Martin Luther. Jews, 
who were the money lenders of Christian 
Europe, were often expelled from their host 
nation, such as Germany and Spain, when 
royal debts to them got too high. 

Christian worship obsessively pervaded 
almost every aspect of daily life although 
the Catholic Church, the largest landholder 
in Europe, was rife was corruption and 


hypocrisy. 

Authoritarian monarchies constituted 
political rule across the continent which was 
always arbitrary and often incompetent. The 
culture, both official and convivial, exhibited 
intense cruelty marked by institutions such 
as the Inquisition, whose innovation of 
water boarding (or, “the Water Cure” as it 
was known for centuries) was utilized to 
extract confessions of deviltry. 

Beginning in the mid-14'’’ century and 
continuing for three centuries, nations 
were consumed by a panic over witches, 
mostly women, in their midst. Witch-hunts, 
especially in Central Europe, resulted in 
the trial, torture, and execution of tens of 
thousands of victims during the period 
described as the “Burning Times.” 

Capital punishment was inflicted for 
even minor transgressions, particularly 
as an element of State terror to instill 
in the disrespectful rabble the sanctity 
of the property rights of the emerging 
bourgeoisie. Hideous tortures were exacted, 
upon prisoners, brutal siplons which 
included animal fighting were popular 
such as bear baiting and dog fighting, and 
constant clashes between people at any 
public gathering marked the era. 

Madness and mass hysteria was common 
particularly as feudalism imploded and 
no alternative communal social structure 
was allowed to arise that could encompass 
the peasants set adrift by its breakdown. 
Outbreaks of mass, collective dancing such 
as the tarantella, swept parts of Europe 
where populations of entire villages whirled 
manically for hours until collapsing in 
fits of exhaustion. (This phenomenon 
has interesting and positive qualities to it 
such as outlined in Barbara Ehrenreich’s 
recent Dancing in the Streets: A History of 
Collective Joy). 

As Michel Foucault notes in Discipline 
and Punish, insanity and cruelty were 
commonplace, and as leprosy disappeared, 
the mad were herded into the former 
leprosariums. Ehrenreich reports that an 
epidemic of “melancholy”—what we now 
call “depression”—arose during that period. 

Crime, banditry, brigandage, assaults, 
murder, and robbery were all endemic, on 
the common level, and corruption, bribery 
and payoffs defined every government on 
the Continent. Even undertakings on the 
part of royal houses, such as provisioning 
the ships of the first great explorers weren’t 
secure from the most corrupt practices. 
Naval historian Stephen Morrison, in his 


classic. The European Discovery of 
America: The Southern Voyages, 1492- 
1616, relates how the merchants of Seville 
shortchanged Magellan’s ships as they set 
out on what they supposed would be a year 
and a half’s journey to Asia. Upon arriving 
at what the Captain-General dubbed “Tierra 
Del Fuego,” it was discovered they had only 
been given less than half the rations they 
thought had been stored aboard, and much 
of that was spoiled. 

And so we return to that moment in 
1492 when two peoples stared across a 
great cultural divide—one at peace with 
themselves and their environment, and the 
others, representatives of a toxic culture 
that was in the throes of disintegration 
and which lacked the ability to live 
harmoniously with each other or the 
planet. Columbus and his men had the 
option of throwing off their armor and 
their restrictive clothing, feasting on the 
abundance of the island, and adopting the 
ways of a free and happy people, but we 
know what they chose—“ They would make 
fine servants”—and the world has suffered 
for it since. 

Had the terra incognito of the New 
World not become available as a source 
for expansion and looting, Europe would 
have been forced to deal with the rot at 
the core of their society at home. Instead, 
they were able to gain a new lease on 
life by resuscitating only one aspect of 
what confronted them—their economic 
dilemma; all else remained the same until 
other social forces were unleashed in the 
next few centuries. 

We are at the point where the extended 
life of that toxic culture 500 years later 
has invaded and dominated all continents 
and defines planetary consciousness. The 
conditions that characterized the Middle 
Ages appear in the modern era with a 
similar destructive ferocity and threatening 
potential, and in most aspects, even worse. 

What now? Maybe we should be heartened 
by the recent news reports that Russia may 
beat the U.S. to Mars? A colony in space now 
that we’ve ruined this planet? At least there 
are no native inhabitants to enslave or kill. 

Or better yet, how about fixing what we 
already have? 
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HAULING SECRETS 

by Smidge 

NOTE: What follows is an edited entry from “Hauling Secrets'^ an anonymous job-blog written by a handful of waste haulers in the 
Upper Mid-west, (haulingsecrets.com). The site offers interesting entries on bizarre on -the- job findings, as well as reflections on the 
cosmology of the waste stream in our over developed civilization 

.. .so I’m driving down this stretch of local highway that goes abruptly from 50mph to 35mph speed limit. To get down to 35mph as soon 
as the new limit is posted, most vehicles would have to brake a little bit. None ever do. It’s 8 o’clock at night, no other cars nearby, and 
I m at about 40mph coasting down from 50 to 35, when the light in front of me changes to yellow 

I start to brake, but it’s February and I’ve become accustomed to winter driving conditions, so instead of slamming on the breaks and 
possibly fishtailing or stopping a little bit past the line, I decide to coast through the light. I see it cycle to red a split second before it 
goes out of view past my windshield. The next thing I notice is the flashing lights of a police car behind me. 

When the officer approaches my window, I immediately hand him all the required paperwork. Politely addressing him as “Sir,” I tell him 
that I tried to stop. He accuses me of accelerating through the light, which is simply untrue. I’m a little puzzled. Either the officer is lying, 
or he hadn t seen the incident very well, in which case he should not be making that kind of accusation. I reply politely something to the 
effect that if he’d been looking he would clearly have seen my brake lights. 

He then accuses me of speeding, which is also untrue. I deny this also. Then he asks me if I’ve had any drugs. I say “No sir.” He asks 
again, slowly. Again I say no. He then asks if I have anything I shouldn’t have in my car. I say firmly, “No sir.” 

He asks again. 

Perplexed, I quickly scan the empty seats of my car, look back at the officer, and say, “Nq, sir. I don’t have anything I shouldn’t have in my 
car.” He asks, “Are you sure?” I say, “Yes, sir. I’m sure.” 

Then comes the kicker: The officer shines his flashlight in my face and says, “You’re saying one thing, but your eyes are telling me 
another.” Thinking that it must have been my quick scan of the empty car seats that seemed suspicious, I explain to him, “Sir, I’m 
nervous.” (After all, there I am giving a man with a gun an answer he clearly does not want to hear.) 

He then asks, “Would you mind if I searched your vehicle?” I think about it for a second and reply, calmly, “In fact, I would mind. I would 
rather you not search my vehicle.” I realize now that this is not the textbook phrase to use to refuse a search from a police officer, but at 
the time it seemed a reasonable enough way of asserting what I assumed to be my rights. But the officer responds by immediately asking 
me to step out of my vehicle. I do so with no argument or hesitation. 

He pats me down, makes me lift up my jacket and shirt, and asks me several more times if I’ve been using or possess drugs. I reiterate 
my denial. He seems to be annoyed that I’m giving him a hard time, instead of the other way around. In a tone that conveys that 
annoyance, he asks if I m going to make him have to call for the drug-sniffing dogs. (His choice of words here, and in general the 
subtleties of police language, is important: if * I* am going to make him have to call....) When I question whether or not he’s allowed to 
do to make me wait there, he says in a commanding tone “You WILL wait here!” and heads back to his car with my paperwork. 

At this point it seems I have no choice but to submit to whatever it is the police have in mind for me, despite any protest I offer. 

As he goes back to his car, another, younger officer walks up to me. This is the first time I realize that another car has pulled up behind 
the first officer s car. The younger officer studies my appearance and says, in a condescending way, “Didn’t get much sleep last night, did 
you? Baffled, I ask him what he means. Your eyes, he answers. Only then do I realize that he might be referring to what remained of 
a black eye I’d received from a soccer game the week before. I explain this to the officer and try to show him that my right eye doesn’t 
have the same yellowish bag underneath, but he seems to care little about my explanation as he acknowledges it with a patronizing 
“whatever-you-say” kind of nod. 

Cop #2 is standing there, apparently to make sure that I stay put while Cop #1 calls for dogs. I appeal to the younger officer, who seems 
about my age, to call off what he will soon find out is a big waste of everyone’s time. When I plead with him to tell the first officer that 
I have a black eye if that was the only thing that was keeping me there, he suggests that I smell like marijuana. Again, I’m baffled. The 
first officer hadn t mentioned smelling anything. I invite Cop #2 to come and smell me as close as he wants, since I don’t even smoke 
cigarettes. He declines my offer, indicating that his nose isn’t functioning properly and gesturing in the first officer’s direction to suggest 
that it was the first officer s suspicions I had aroused, not his. I appeal to him, saying that it’s terribly cold outside and we both have 
better things to do. He appears to level with me, agreeing that it was cold outside and saying that he didn’t want to be there either. Yet 
he remains there. 

Finally, frustrated at my apparent powerlessness over what I perceive to be the imminent unlawful search of my vehicle, I give the first bit 
of disrespect I have until now been only getting and say: “Spare me the good-cop/bad-cop bullshit.” 

Now, I’m not trying to be all bad-ass because I swore at a cop. I realize that that was an extremely stupid thing to say, and I’m actually 
embarrassed about it, but if you’d have been there and had seen the way they were treating me, you might understand. Anyway, after I 
say it, for the first time the officer becomes interested in what I have to say and assumes a more animated posture to bellow, “Don’t you 
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get lippy with me!” 

I see that I have aroused something in him and quickly apologize 
for my “lippiness” and explain that I’m frustrated. He makes it clear 
to me that my options are to have the car searched by hand now, or 
to wait for the dogs to come later. Since I have an appointment to 
make, I give up and tell him to tell the first officer that I consent to 
being searched now. 


we finish the job and return our truck to its assigned parking spot, 
where my car is waiting to take us back to the office to turn in the 
day’s paperwork. As for the dildo, it ends up in my car, underneath 
the passenger seat where L.B.G. had left it, completely forgotten 
until that moment in this story when, faced with the reality of a cop 
searching my car. I’m forced to think of what he might find mingled 
with the coins and dustbunnies underneath my seat. 



By this time the first officer should have pulled up my 
information to find a clean driving record and no criminal history. 
Having been employed to drive trucks for over three years, I can say 
without any exaggeration that I have logged more drive-time than 
anyone I know my age. And in my many years of driving experience. 
I’ve had only one previous infraction, a minor speeding ticket I got 
over four years ago. 

Still, while Cop #2 searches my car. Cop #1 comes back and 
asks me several more times if I smoke marijuana. He says, as a 
kind of baiting tactic I assume, that he doesn’t care if I have a small 
amount in my possession for personal use. I keep assuring him that 
I have none and that the other officer would find nothing in my 
car, when all of a sudden I realized that there was something to be 
found in my car... 

Here’s where my hauling job comes in: a few months before this 
night, me and my old partner L.B.G. are doing our last job of the 
day, a cleanout of a two-car garage filled with renovation debris. All 
scrap wood in a giant messy pile. It takes us a long time to get to 
the bottom of the pile, where we discover, inexplicably, sitting there 
on the concrete floor.. .a dildo, nicely-sized and quite lifelike, with 
veins running along its rubbery length. 

So naturally I pick the thing up with my work-gloves and start 
taunting L.B.G. with it. He pretends to be disgusted at first, but 
then becomes mor%^^ more playful. This little game continues as 


I decide to tell Cop #1 a much lighter version of that story. 

I start by telling him I’m a hauler and we find some interesting 
things, and sometimes we keep those interesting things, and, well, 
the other day— 

But Cop #1 interrupts me with a stone-faced look and says, “You’re 
sure you haven’t been smoking anything?” I assure him I haven’t, 
and we talk until Cop #2 suddenly jumps out of my car, shouting, 
“Hey, he’s got a dildo in there!” 

Those words, so informational on paper, aren’t quite as memorable 
to read as was the way that he said them. And the expression on 
his face at that moment. But somehow the words had the effect 
of immediately defusing the situation. The tension left the air 
and I laughed, feeling relieved>as one cop (the one who’s been 
questioning me) walks the other cop (the one who’s been doing 
the searching) back to'their cars. 

While I wait for them to come back, all I can do is laugh as I think 
about that precise moment when Cop #2 had to feel around under 
my seat, grasp that firm, pink shaft with his hand, and then pull it 
out to see what he’s holding. Thinking about this, I am happy. 

When they come back, after a few minutes, they’re more polite 
to me, although they still give me a ticket for running a red light, 
which really was worth it in the end. 

As a public service to readers, Smidge offers the following URL: 
UpXjjjmirriQhts 'orQ/trafRc stop scenario 


'fascism is the frenzy of sexual cripples." —wiiheim Reich ^ 
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by Andrew William Smith 


Alexander Supertramp and the Failure of Individualist Escape 


The recent release ofdirector Sean Penn’s ^Xmlntothe Wild renews the 
controversial debates generated by Jon Krakauer’s 1997 book of the 
same name. At the roots, these charged deliberations have less to do 
with Penn’s ambitious directing or Krakauer’s compelling prose and 
focus instead on our collective interpretations about the tale’s real- 
life protagonist Christopher ‘Alexander Supertramp” McCandless. 

Now the stuff of common lore, the details of McCandless’s dramatic, 
early 1990s departure from mainstream culture and his traumatic 
demise in the Alaskan wilderness provide fodder for fierce debates 
about everything from the virtues of drop-out culture to nitty- 
gritty strategies for extended survival. Too many discussions have 
honed in on a crass character analysis 
of the deceased, describing the young 
vagabond as a naive kook and arrogant 
idiot—just another white male iconoclast 
who, in hoping to commune with the 
land, has only further conquered and 
contaminated it. One especially blunt 
commentator that Krakauer cites puts 
it this way: “Such willful ignorance 
amounts to disrespect for the land and 
paradoxically demonstrates the same 
sort of arrogance that resulted in the 
Exxon Valdez spill—just another case 
of underprepared, over-confident men 
bumbling around out there and screwing 
up because they lacked the requisite 
humility. McCandless’s contrived 
asceticism and pseudoliterary stance 
compound rather than reduce the 
fault.” Even if these assessments are the 
inevitable and necessary counterpoint to 
Krakauer’s and Penn’s sympathetic and 
romantic portrayals of the wild young hobo monk who was inspired 
by the likes of Jack London and Henry David Thoreau, I find the 
posthumous focus on the precarious minutiae of McCandless’s 
impractical tactics to be an unnecessary distraction motivated by a 
moralism as harsh as the one that apparently motivated McCandless. 

Truth be told, I count myself among the unapologetic McCandless 
apologists and find Krakauer’s book, Penn’s film, and rocker 
Eddie Vedder’s soundtrack to be an emotionally haunting 
and spiritually memorable trilogy—poetic meditations on the 
possible evacuation routes from the perpetual madness of 
civilized insanity and technophiliac postmodernity. Beyond my 
appreciation for the story itself and the care with which its tellers 
convey to a wide audience, we can locate within it many layers 
of commentary on the alienating aspects of mass society and 
current speculations about a coming cataclysm that may force 
many of us to change our relationships to nature and each other. 

Because he is seen as selfish for ditching his parents and as a 
sacred fool for his sad ending, McCandless’s mistakes deflect 
our attention from the aspects of clear-headed and courageous 
dissent in McCandless’s initial break with society. While Abbie 
iHoffman once burned money as a public prank, the self-made 
mythmaker of Alexander Supertramp burned his last stash of 


cash as private prayer—a perverse theater of the self that takes 
the “voluntary simplicity” rap to its youthful extreme. This brash 
purge of modest barter power came after donating a much larger 
sum to Oxfam, shredding bank cards and personal identification, 
and generally denouncing his preparation for participation 
in the worldly ways of society, a likely path guaranteed by his 
upper-middle class credentials and recent college degree. 

Shot entirely on location in the places that McCandless visited, Penn’s 
profound rendering of Krakauer’s book emits an emotional power 
and visual weight wrought by precise and hungry cinematography. 
When tramping under the assumed name of his adopted archetype 
Alex, McCandless is often carefree and 
careless yet compassionate to the people 
he encounters. Penn captures the elation of 
Alexander Supertramp’s early adventures with 
wide-eyed celluloid passages that inevitably 
conjure thoughts of other great American road 
art, from the epic historical movie Easy Rider 
to Jack Kerouac’s On The Road and its “bop 
prosody”—jazz-like riffs of drunken beauty. 
Despite the unwashed material poverty of 
it all, the early chapters of the Supertramp- 
McCandless odyssey offer a sense of 
unencumbered jubilation to be later matched 
by the conclusion’s emaciated devastation. 

Once in Alaska, the lonely spartan reality of 
the McCandless quest offers a poor example 
of how to live as a solitary forager-hunter. 
From the point of view of what has been 
called re-wilding, people have the potential 
to recover lost lessons from our ancestral 
heritage, learning practical and tactical skills 
that might serve the outback escapist today 
and the person who outlasts the catastrophe tomorrow. The 
survivalist critique of the McCandless story avoids condemning 
survivalism. From either the naturist or the collapsist point of 
view, what’s wrong with this picture stems not from the possibility 
of retreat but with the errors that lead to the inevitable defeat. 

We will never know for certain all the factors that fuel McCandless’s 
starvation, and I wish to engage in an entirely different kind of 
speculation. As much as there is some Alexander Supertramp 
within me, I never “pulled a Christopher McCandless” when I was 
young because of the love I have for my parents. Today, I resist the 
temptation for the illusory exultation of escape in part because of 
the love I feel for my partner and children. In leaving the noise of 
society for the silence of Alaska, McCandless found that he could 
not silence the noise of psyche, a noise that clamored so loudly in 
his head that I imagine it almost pulled him back from the brink. 

Even in the evils of a malevolent society that people of conscience for 
centuries have rejected, there always remain the seeds of a different 
society. Rather than reject the social entirely, McCandless meant to 
follow the path of the temporary monk. When Krakauer extrapolates 
from the journal that McCandless kept, his book suggests that 
before McCandless’s life ended, the lonely exodus was about to end. 
Indeed, before the fatal transport to the other side, McCandless 
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was likely “ready, perhaps, to shed a little of the armor he wore 
around his heart, that upon returning to civilization, he intended 
to abandon the life of the solitary vagabond, stop running so hard 
from intimacy, and become a member of the human community” 

The question for us, then, is how to preserve “human community” 
without “returning to civilization.” Indeed, McCandless’s 
accidental and individualist suicide-wish might be an instructive 
in helping us avoid collective suicide. Rather than a rejection of 
the social, anarchism might revise how the social gets organized. 
Far less romantic than the burnt dollars and torched flags of 
pure rejection, compromise and cooperation can still provide 
motifs for communal change. At the end, investigating Alexander 
Supertramp’s individualist anarchism encourages us to invest in 
a nuanced rejection of pure individualism in favor a social and 
socialist anarchism that supports and honors already the individual. 

Interestingly, McCandless visits just such a vision before departing 
forever. Even though his excruciating excursion fails to extol the 
larger narrative of individualist escapism, it grants some gravity (and 
even gracefulness) to the necessity of collaborative and communal 
escape. Clearly, the most heart-felt moments in Penn’s film do not 
take place in perfect out-of-the-way places. Rather, having rejected 
family of birth, McCandless finds family just by wandering the 
earth. The relationships McCandless cultivates with fellow tramps 
and travelers demonstrates the undeniable ubiquity of love. 

One of the movie’s most memorable sequences takes place at “the 
Slabs”—an amazing autonomous zone that Krakauer describes as 
“an old navy airbase that had been abandoned and raised, leaving 


a grid of empty concrete foundations scattered far and wide across 
the desert.” In this no-go zone, we witness a kind of cooperative 
escapism. Like festivals, gatherings, and communes, places like this 
could grow to be an antidote not just to the disaster of individualism 
depicted in McCandless’s miserable fate but also an answer to the 
inauthentic virtual worlds where so-called “social networks” exist 
entirely in the ether. In words that could have been scribbled 
by the poetic anarchist Hakim Bey, Krakauer depicts “some five 
thousand snowbirds and drifters and sundry vagabonds” who 
“congregate in this otherworldly setting to live on the cheap under 
the sun.” Indeed, when he constructed the notions of temporary 
and permanent autonomous zones, Bey probably envisioned 
places like this: “The Slabs functions as the seasonal capital of 
a teeming itinerant society—a tolerant, rubber-tired culture 
comprising the retired, the exiled, the destitute, the perpetually 
unemployed. Its constituents are men and women and children of 
all ages, folks on the dodge from collection agencies, relationships 
gone sour, the law or IRS, Ohio winters, the middle-class grind.” 

Krakauer compellingly contemplates what he calls McCandless’s 
particular “variety of lust,” a monastic passion seduced more by 
open spaces than sexual places. From the lessons of this lust, we 
might develop an equally devoted passion to creating a slab of 
reality not unlike the Slabs, a new autonomous zone where rejecting 
the daily grind does not require us to lose our minds, where we can 
reject society without ejecting the social and form loving and lasting 
contacts with other souls similarly disenchanted with civilization. 


You are like a boulder 
and I was trapped under you 
I am like that kid 
who went climbing, 
like that kid who was smashed 
between you 
and a hard place 

who had to cut off his own arm 
just to get away 
from you. 

There is a sea anemone 
that can reverse the flow of its own hea^‘ 
Can you imagine? 

In fact, it has to do that in order to survr 

That means even if it wanted to 
keep on loving you 
it couldn’t. 

Otherwise 
it would die. 



WHILE THE 
GETTING 
WAS 
GOOD 

By: lanna Hawkins Owen 












CsadiTiOus Ihld. . 

We will meet at the midnight hour -Mycle 

past the tree stump torest. 

We will be sneaky slinkies and walky- 
talkies. Robin Hood^s woods would be so 
proud. Merry boys and grrrls sing 
“Carnivalesque ballads and awaken 
the tree’s breeze—our back beat. 

Tonight, we escape to sing songs with the animals 
songs that none of us know the words to. 

To night, the birds chirp out of tune 
4:ats howl and dogs’ purrr^ 
fects the tone. We may never see 
dawn, but for one night we dance] 

unhindered 
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QuetrAdionNetworfc 


For the liberation of desire! For dance parties amidst the ruins! 

On November 9-11, Milwaukee hosted the Midwest Anti-RNC Planning consulta. During the Sunday 
break-out strategizing session, a group met to discuss the possibilities of militant trans and queer 
action against Republican National Convention in 2008. 

Those involved in the discussion expressed their desire for a trans and queer bloc to pl3.y an integral 
and aggressive role in the strategy to shut down the RNC. It was proposed that such a bloc could 
hold one of the key intersections surrounding the convention center or could crash the parties of 
especially grievous religious fundamentalists. 

From this session emerged the Queer Action Network, a group of radical (anti-authoritarian) sex¬ 
positive queers, deviants, transfolk and gender rebels. Through means of direct action, we aim to 
oppose all forces of oppression, and assimilation and to dismantle systems of control and repressive 
social constructs. We intend to work towards queer empowerment, the liberation of desire, deconstruction of gender, and relationships 

without restraint. 

In the upcoming months. Queer Action Network and Chicago Bash Back will be working out the tactics needed to queer-up the RNC in 
the Twin Cities. The strategy of creating 15-20 blockades in downtown St. Paul on the first day of the convention is one that allows almost 
infinite possibilities. We’ll have the opportunity to create the world we want—a world where desire can run wild. Join up, contact us, and 
come to a meeting: help ensure that when the barricades go up on September 1, 2008, all the inhibitions of the old world come crumbling 
down. The politicians think we’re revolting anyway, so let’s give them a reason. Genderfuck the RNC! 

A convergence for scheming and dreaming will take place in Chicago the weekend of April 5th. Radical queers, transfolk, anarcha-feminists, 
and allies are invited to come to Chicago to ensure the end of their world and the beginning of o^s. j 

info: ChiBashBack@gmail.com 



FROM SEAHLE TO ST. PAUL 


by K.M. Koan, Casey C., and Rhea Riley 
There’s a specter haunting the northern 
Midwest. It is the specter of Seattle. 

These days, no gathering of radicals in 
these parts can happen without some talk 
about our plans for the Republic National 
Convention in St. Paul in late summer. And 
no talk about anti-RNC action can happen 
without someone mentioning “N30,” the 
November 1999 protests against the 
WTO in Seattle. 

Again and again, in the consulta planning 
meetings and among the folks that you 
meet, you can hear the phrase “the lessons 
of Seattle,” but everyone seems reluctant 
to be explicit about what exactly those 
lessons are or should be. What’s been 
interesting for us has been to press people 
in the anti-convention action groups to tell 
us what it was that they think they learned 
from Seattle. Interestingly, everyone we 
have talked with has a different answer. 

But everyone keeps talking about Seattle 
as if we all know and all agree with that the 
lessons were. 

So what does “Seattle mean” for those of us 
plotting large-scale direct action against the 
Republican Party machine in the Twin Cities? 

We don’t want to present our opinion as the 
only correct one. We just want to provide 
our perspective in the hope that it will get 
others to say more and publish more before 



September. For background, let’s explain 
that, of the three of us writing this article, 
two were in Seattle in 1999 (independent of 
one another) and one of us was in Boston 
in 2004. All of us were involved in anarchist 
actions that got us roughed up by cops and 
arrested. And all of us were disappointed by 
how little was ultimately accomplished and 
we hope that something different will come 
from shutting down the RNC this summer. 

We three regard N30 as a lesson in the 
failures that we can expect when there’s 
poor pre-planning. The “Battle of Seattle” 
was a missed opportunity for meaningful, 
lasting action; better preparation would 
have turned it into something more than 
protest-porn pictures of tear gas clouds, 
scrawled graffiti, and burning dumpsters 
shown on TV 

We see the hysterical anti-terrorist posturing 
of militarized police after N30 and 9-11 
as one of the most meaningful lesson to 
have come out of the anti-WTO protests. 

In the years after Seattle, WTO, IMF, G8, 
and NAFTA conferences took place in 
increasingly remote and/or more heavily 
policed areas. For them, the “lessons of 
Seattle” were lessons learned by the cops by 
the time of the anti-FTAA protests in Miami 
and the RNC/DNC crackdowns in NYC and 
Boston in 2004. When cops and politicians 
talk about Seattle, it sounds almost as if they 


learned more from Seattle than we did. The 
lessons for the rest of us should involve 
appreciating the importance of creating 
new types of strategic thinking, of honing 
a hyper-awareness about police spies and 
infiltrators, and for teaching one another a 
new jiu-jitsu of how to avoid tasers, tear gas, 
zip-tie wrist restraints, and the general rising 
level of paramilitary violence by the forces 
of law-‘n’-order. 

We’ve been encouraged that many of our 
comrades have thought about some of the 
things, too. We’re glad that so many are 
committed to more organization but not 
at the expense of small-scale autonomy. 
There’s no end to the “if this, then that” 
contingency plans which have been 
developed by forward-thinking organizing 
coordinating groups, all of which have built- 
in self-destruct switches that will dissolve 
any leadership roles as the date of the RNC 
gets closer. Carefully and self-conscious 
media relations have already begun in 
earnest, and fund-raisers in anticipation of 
the bail and legal fees needed to help jailed 
friends has already begun. 

Let’s all talk more about what Seattle 
means and what it means to what we plan 
for the RNC. 


info: nornc.org 
unconventionalaction.org 
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[Note: Originally, FE special correspondent Kellie Button valiantly embedded herself with a group of anarchist LSD enthusiasts 
(represented here by the initials “//. O. ”, “K. G. ”, and “AJ.') in order to report on recreational drug use for this issue’s special ‘Escape” 
feature. Unfortunately, a very long weekend in southeastern Minnesota among these self described “anarcho-acidheads” yielded very 
little usable material, but something that did come up that has a bearing on the anti-authoritarian, anti-capitalist anti-RNC and anti- 
DNC actions currently under preparation. The relevant portion of one morning’s recorded discussion is excerpted here. Clarifying 
information provided by the editors appears in brackets. ] 



FIFTH ESTATE [FE ]: Have 
you heard the rumors of a plot 
to dose unsuspecting delegates 
at the Twin Cities RNC 
convention this summer? 


HO: I was in Duluth last week 
and I heard somebody call 
it the “Operation: Blue Star 
Tattoo.” I’m not sure what the 
people in Denver are calling it. 

FE: There’s a similar action 
being planned for Denver?! 

HO: Oh, I’m not sure, but 
there ought to be. It would be 
easy enough. There’s a lot of 
acid being made in Denver and 
Boulder. 


FE: I think that’s a terrible 
idea. This has got to be a hoax. 
It’s a terrible thing to do to 
someone. It’s coercive and 
violent and harmful— 


HO: Well, yeah, but that didn’t 
stop the Army from drugging 
civilians and soldiers with it 
without warning throughout 
the ‘50s and ‘60s, and— 


KG: Hey, there’s all this talk 
about “diversity of tactics” 
[among the anti-convention 
organizing teams], so this 
can be the acidhead consulta, 
right? Intersections, bridges, 
on-ramps are going to be red 
zones, yellow zones, green 
zones—why not one big 
paisley zone inside of a couple 
hundred skulls? 

FE: That’s stupid! What could 
possibly be gained by this? 

HO: OK, if the objective is to 
shut the city down, then a few 
tabs dropped here and there 
ought to really do the trick. 

FE : Oh, you’re not serious... 

AJ: Wait—for the record, we’ve 
got nothing to do this. We’re 
just telling you about the 
rumors we’ve heard around 
town. 

FE: Oh, yeah, OK, fine.. .you’re 
just commenting on rumors 
you’ve heard. Someone else 
is planning to do this. No one 
in this room is involved. But it 
sounds like you’re defending it, 
aren’t you? 

KG: I understand why 
someone thinks that this is an 
effective tactic. I’m not saying 
that I support it or agree with 
it, exactly. I just get it. 

FE: So what’s supposed to 
happen? A bunch of innocent 
visitors to the convention get 
zapped—then what? Is slipping 
trips to Giuliani supposed to 
make him more mellow or 
something? 

KG: No, that’s a bunch of 
hippie bullshit. That just 
doesn’t happen. Hitler and 
the Nazis were experimenting 
with mescaline and that didn’t 
turn them into hippies, right? 
No one believes that acid is a 


magical love drug— 

AJ: .no, that’s X [ecstasy]! 
(laughs) 

KG: — it’s just “shock and 
awe,” right? The difference is 
that is comes with a drop in 
your coffee at the convention 
center instead of in your living 
room in downtown Baghdad 
with a Cruise missile. Did you 
ever heard the story about 
[former Jefferson Airplane 
vocalist] Grace Slick being 
invited to a White House tea 
party by accident? She planned 
to go with Abbie Hoffman 
and put a hit of blotter in 
Nixon’s tea cup when no 
one was looking. The guards 
recognized her and wouldn’t 
let her through the gate. It 
wouldn’t have stopped the war 
in Vietnam, but it would’ve 
spanked Nixon good. 

FE: Wait—Hitler was on 
mescaline? 

KG: He tried it a couple times. 
It was also tested on prisoners 
in the concentration camps as 
weapons research. ’When the 
formula for LSD was first made, 
the pharmaceutical company 
that he was working for in 
Switzerland was owned by that 
big Nazi drug company [I.G. 
Farben]. 

HO: My favorite JFK 
assassination conspiracy theory 
was that the CIA found out he 
was doing LSD with one of his 
girlfriends and it had changed 
him.. .he started rethinking US 
policy towards Cuba and the 
escalation of war in Vietnam 
and all this and that and the 
other thing. So they had him 
shot in order to keep the plans 
going forward. 

FE: What?? 


HO: Yeah, look it up... 
guys have written about it. 
Leary talks about it in his 
autobiography. ’What was the 
name of that mistress of JFK’s? 

KG: Mary [Pinchot] Meyers. 

Her husband was in the CIA. 
She was sleeping with Kennedy 
and they used to do drugs 
together that she used to get 
from Timothy Leary. A year 
after Kennedy was assassinated, 
Meyers was shot in the back 
of the head execution-style in 
a park in DC. The murder was 
never solved. 

HO: Anyways, I don’t think 
that the plan is to turn on Mitt 
Romney into changing his 
views; dosing the RNC isn’t 
supposed to turn the Xcel 
Center into Woodstock. The 
point is to send the message 
that people are fighting back 
against the government and 
everyone who supports it. 

None of us are safe while those 
assholes are in charge—we live 
with that idea in the back of our 
heads every day. They should 
start thinking how un-safe they 
are, too. “Operation: Blue Star 
Tattoo” is anti-government 
resistance— 

KG: .. .psychedelic sabotage... 

HO: —but instead of using 
guns, they’re going to use LSD- 
25. 

FE:So how is this supposed 
to work, exactly? How do you 
get Republican Party delegates 
from Mississippi to accidentally 
swallow LSD in the convention 
hall? 

KG: People don’t have to be 
dosed in the Xcel Center. Think 
of all the working-stiff service 
staff in Starbucks, restaurants, 
bars, hotels— 
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HO: ..churches... 

AJ: .airport men’s room stalls... (laughs ) 

KG: (laughing) A friend of mine worked turning tricks in 
Philadelphia for the 2000 Republican convention—he said that he’s 
never worked so hard. He made enough money to take a three- 
week vacation afterwards. Think about it: it would be easy for a pro 
to slip a john a little something when he least suspected it. Forty 
minutes later, just when things start getting interesting, he’s in his 
seat at the Xcel listening to a speech by Huckabee. 



AJ: Payback’s a bitch: the CIA recruited hookers in San Francisco 
to slip random guys LSD in the ‘60s just to secretly film the results. 
They wanted to know if it was a good interrogation drug. 

KG: With my luck. I’d just get water-boarded...(laughs ). I was 
reading just the other day about how one of Nixon’s fixers [G. 
Gordon Liddy] had a plan for the [1972] national Democratic Party 
convention that involved kidnapping delegates, blackmailing them 
with hookers and hidden cameras, and having special “mugger 
squads” attack them in the street at night to terrorize them. 

FE: So then how is this “Blue Star” plot any different than what 
Nixon wanted to do? Zapping the Republican Party’s presidential 
nominee is the same thing that fascist assholes like Nixon were 
tiying to do. This is what you want— 

HO: No! You’re not getting it! No one guy is the key to the 
government’s power—it’s this big, machine that everyone who 
works for or supports the government is part of Who cares if you 
dose the candidate—the guy probably has access to better and 
more powerful drugs, anyway... 

AJ Politicians always have the best stash. 

KG: Presidents could get a morphine drip from a personal physician 
in the name of national security. LSD won’t affect those full-time 
junkies. 

HO: .. .that’s why you dose everyone else . If Giuliani started 
tripping on stage in the middle of a speech, someone could just 



gets the goods 

throw a blanket over him and blame “stress” or some such shit. But 
what if CNN’s cameras cut to the audience to see a bunch of people 
wandering around in their seats like it was some nasty [Grateful] 
Dead show? 

FE: Where’s all this acid going to come from? 

HO: Well, I don’t know, but p Ians to organize against the 
conventions started a year and a half ago. That’s plenty of time to 
start stocking up, and plenty of time to make contact with a busboy 
who fills the water glasses at the bar at the Graves 601 hotel or 
whatever. When you know what you’re doing, acid is ridiculously 
cheap to make. And you don’t need a lot—a tiny amount is going to 
do the trick, right? Just a drip or two from an eyedropper or a torn 
tab of paper and you’re done. It’s delivered orally and it’s colorless 
and it’s tasteless. What could be easier? 


Performers already confirmed for Montreal's third annual "Anarchist Theatre 
Festival" on May 12 & 14 include Vermont's Bread & Puppet Theater, Monique 
Surel (author of Au temps de I'onarchie, un thedtre du 
combat, a three-volume reference on anarchist theater), and French actor 
Nicole Mourer's one-man show about the French anarchist poet, Armand Robin. 

Other theater pieces staged for the festival relate to anarchists, anarchist ideas 
and history, and anti-state, anti-capitalism, anti-racism, anti-sexism, and 
related themes. Acts range from full productions to staged readings and are 
performed in either French or English. All proceeds from ticket sales are used to 
cover event expenses and for staging future Festivals. 

The Anarchist Theatre Festival is part of Montreal's annual Festival of Anarchy, 
which leads up to the city's 9th annual Anarchist Bookfair, the largest anarchist 
event in North America and an important exchange of anarchist and anti¬ 
authoritarian ideas. Now entering its eighth year, the Bookfair is for anarchists 
and non-anarchists alike, in French and English, with participants from all over 
North America and beyond. Activities include book and information tables, workshops, readings, films, presentations, walking tours ond much more. 



The main space is wheelchair accessible and free on-site childcare is available. For more information or to inquire about other accessibility needs, contact the collective: 

Gnarchistfestival@yahoo.ca 
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Jacques Vache and the Roots of Surrealism, including Vache's War Letters & Other Writings, by 
Franklin Rosemont, illustrations by Jacques Vache, 2008, Charles H. Kerr Publishing, 388 pp. 


In early January 1919, a twenty-four year- 
old army translator named Jacques Vache 
was found dead in a hotel room after a long 
weekend of partying. Not much is known 
about him—he was born in France to a 
French father and British mother, spent 
some time as a child in French Indochina, 
was drafted into army as a translator when 
the First World War began in 1914, suffered 
a shrapnel wound in 1916, and that he 
smoked a fatal dose of opium about six 
weeks after the war was over. All that 
remains of his works are a couple book 
reviews from a pre-war ‘zine he published 
with friends, about a hundred letters to 
friends and family from the battlefield, 
some experimental writings, and assorted 
drawings and doodles. Yet somehow Vache, 
“a master of the art of attaching very little 
importance to everything,” has emerged to 
become a critical missing link between the 
most revolutionary cultural currents of late 
Symbolism, dada, and surrealism in early 
twentieth-century Europe. 

Anyone with strong interests in dada 
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or surrealism needs to chew on what 
this book has to offer because of its 
implications on how the histories of those 
movements have been told until now. But 
as mapped out by poet and radical labor 
historian Franklin Rosemont, Vache’s 
story is one that goes well beyond the 
historiographic squabbles of specialists. 

Like Rosemont’s Joe Hill: The IWW& the 
Makings of a Revolutionary Workingclass 
Counterculture (2005) Jacques Vache 
and the Roots of Surrealism is the 
delirious antithesis of the “definitive” 
biography crafted by some “just-the-facts,- 
ma’am” tenured academic grind. Instead, 
Rosemont’s book is a wildly speculative and 
thoroughly entertaining free-association 
exploration of brilliantly dangerous ideas, 
the textual equivalent of some wonderfully 
strange late-night cab ride with a wryly 
philosophical taxi driver who insists on 
turning off the meter and taking you home 
along the scenic route. This is not to say 
that Rosemont’s research is sloppy—on 
the contrary, as in the Joe Hill book, he 
thoroughly exhausts all previous studies 


and diligently combs through primary 
sources with a cryptographic intensity. But 
Rosemont draws blood from the stones 
by paying the most attention to the things 
that no one will ever know about Vache, 
the “interruptions, distractions, and gaps in 
Vache’s hectic and even incoherent life,” as 
he says in the introduction. 

As Rosemont argues, there’s an eloquent, 
elegant rationale to Vache’s incoherence 
(the surrealist poet Andre Breton called 
it “diligent disservice”) that continues to 
appeal to rebels and resisters among us 
today, especially in resistance to the non¬ 
stop noises of war and the State. During 
the worst moments of combat, Vache the 
conscripted soldier effortlessly ignored the 
war effort by maintaining what he himself 
described as a “comatose apathy,” a “total 
indifference and a quiet lack of seriousness 
with which I like to adorn very official 
matters.” For example, while drifting 
between work with the French, British, 
Australian, and US armies, Vache collected 
cast-offs from a variety of uniforms from a 








variety of armed services branches and a variety of ranks, including 
those of opposing forces. From these rags he fashioned a dandy’s 
disguise that subverted the singular function of the uniform 
(identification) by hand-making an outfit that obscured rank, 
branch, job and even a general allegiance to either the Allies or the 
Central Powers (Situationist Guy Debord saw Vache’s drag show as a 
“psychogeographical” statement; Rosemont amusingly calls it 
“trick-or-treat treason”). 

“I object to being killed in wartime,” he wrote simply in a letter to 
his friend Breton, moving him to later describe Vache as a “deserter 
from within,” a consummately uninterested observer grounded in 
a profound “refusal to participate”; in 1940, the Egyptian surrealist 
poet Georges Henein said that Vache was “the coolest and most 
elegant of the terrorists of the new persuasion.” Rosemont’s 
tenacious discoveries of the implications of Vache’s creatively 
corrosive insubordination demonstrates how, “by subverting 
not only the dominant paradigm, but other would-be dominant 
paradigms as well, Vache’s joyful monkeywrenching—in the fields 
of poetry, art, philosophy, and in daily life, above all—aids and abets 
the advance of marvelous anarchy.” 

It is this spirit of inner desertion that is precisely what 
contemporary readers can hope to find so intriguing and refreshing 
about Vache’s life and thought. Rosemont’s book makes explicit 
Vache’s continuities with other industriously unconscientious 
objectors like Herman Melville’s proto-zerowork slacker Bartleby 
the Scrivener, Sengle the deserter in Symbolist Alfred Jarry’s 
ether- and absinthe-fueled Days and Nights, and Czech anarchist 
Jaroslav Hasek’s antiheroic goldbrick-hero, the Good Soldier Svejk. 
Rosemont goes on to invoke many more surprising comparisons 
as well in his attempt to fix Vache’s dark star in the underground 
firmament of great dissidents, malcontents, truants, slackers, foot- 
draggers, and back-talkers: Rosa Luxemburg, bebop percussionist 
Max Roach, Oscar Wilde, Emperor Norton, Jonathan Swift, dadaist 
Beatrice Wood, renegade natural science writer Charles Hoy Fort, 
and the Marx Brothers all put in guest appearances here, as do 
Kropotkin, Zen master Okakura Kakuzo, whip-smart Hollywood 
wisecracker Eve Arden, and the caterpillar of the West African 
swallowtail butterfly. 




"Troop morale." Drawing by Jacques Vache 

Throughout his study, Rosemont anchors his conjectures in 
Vache’s theory and practice of “Umour” (the British spelling of 
“humor” without the “h”). Umour was the fallout from the mindless 
carnage, senseless waste, and ugly ironies of daily industrialized 
slaughter during the First World War; in a letter to Breton from an 
unidentified “ex-village” on the Western Front, Vache explained 
Umour as “the sensation (I almost said ‘sense’) of the theatrical 
and joyless uselessness of everything.” But that simple definition 
does nothing to capture the full potential of the energy and 
spirit of this radically absurdist despair and subversively mordant 
gallows humor, especially when the exigencies of wartime national 
security demanded that ignorant optimism, religious blind faith, 
and mawkish allegiance to the nation was the compulsory civic 
duty of every loyal citizen-patriot. But as Rosemont’s monograph 
insists, Umourous unruliness and scorn is a tool and a weapon that 
sabotages the singularly stupefying assembly lines of work, war, and 
homeland regardless of the particularities of any one country, war, 

or time period. 

F 

Oliver Katz 



"Nothing kills a man like the obligation to represent a country." 
Drawing by Jacques Vache 












ROCKS IN MY PILLOW 

by Ron Sakolsky 

REVIEW: Anarchy and Art: From the Paris Commune to the Fall of the Berlin Wall, by Allan Antliff, Arsenal Pulp Press, 2007 


“Do you believe,” she went on, 

“that the past dies?” 

“Yes,” said Margaret. “Yes, if the 
present cuts its throat.” 

—Leonora Carrington 

When I first heard about this project, I 
was excited at the prospect of a book 
entirely devoted to the history of anarchy 
and art. Sadly though, the result is a 
disappointment. Politically-speaking, 
the book rides the fence between the 
anarchist milieu and the authoritative 
voice of academia when what is needed 
is a sturdy pair of wirecutters, perhaps 
a catapult, or maybe even a battering 
ram. For me, the most positive aspect 
of the book is that its essays stimulated 
my critical thinking in response to its 
arguments. To be fair, attempting to write 
a history of the confluence of anarchy 
and art from the Paris Commune (1871) 
to the fall of the Berlin Wall (1989) is 
such a monumental project that much 
of the story will inevitably fall into the 
cracks of the eight episodic chapters that 
comprise its less than 200 pages. When I 
initially skimmed the book, I expected to 
be writing a basically positive review with 
my main critique being about the way in 
which surrealism is handled. However, 
upon actually reading it with some 
care, I soon realized that the book is 
problematic from start to finish. 

The pivotal first chapter of the book, 

“A Beautiful Dream,” centers around 
a discussion of the ideas of the 
Realist artist, Gustave Courbet, and 
his friend, the anarchist philosopher, 

PJ. Proudhon, with respect to the 
tensions which exist at the crossroads 
of political engagement and free 
artistic expression. Are these tensions 
to be positively resolved in the 
creation of an anarchist Federation of 
Artists like the one Courbet was associated 
with during the Paris Commune (as Antliff 
suggests), or are they to be suppressed by 
a Stalinist bureaucratic policy of Socialist 
Realism like the one that we read about in 
a later chapter? 

Or do these tensions merely represent the 
two poles of a continuum in the never- 
ending debate between the proponents 
of artistic freedom and social critique, 
whether or not they call themselves 
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anarchists? Where, then, is an anarchist 
response to the “radical form vs. radical 
content” debate that understands that 
neither must dominate, but that each 
must be respected? As I see it, there are 
lots of brilliant cooks and no perfect 
recipe that applies to every situation. The 
ideal measure of each ingredient is not 
predictable, but there are shining historical 
moments worth noting which flare up 
here and there when the mix seems just 
right for the occasion. Yet, strangely, while 
he emphasizes the institutional place of 
art in the Paris Commune’s federated 
structure, Antliff is silent about one of 
those inspirational moments—the wild 
array of artistic expressions of anarchy 
spontaneously appearing in the streets 
during that Festival of Revolt. 

We might wonder why Antliff doesn’t 
just leave the administration of museums 
and exhibition halls behind and take 
to the streets to examine the murals, 
which included announcements and 
denouncements, political posters, 
engravings, and affiches in a riot of colors 
and styles that covered the walls of Paris 
during those heady days, none of which 
needed to be approved by even the 
Federation of Artists. “Such was literature,” 


said the poet Arthur Rimbaud, as he 
surveyed the carnivalesque scene. Instead 
of rhapsodizing about the beauty of 
Proudhonian federation, why not celebrate 
Courbet’s role in the radically poetic act 
of the toppling of that hated symbol of 
war and empire, the Vendome Column? 
About a century later, the situationists 
would try their hand at superseding art 
by intentionally “creating situations” in 
the streets as Paris again erupted in an 
insurrection with undeniable anarchist 


implications in the merry month of May 
It seems remarkable to me that absolutely 
nothing is said about any of these events in 
the Antliff book. 

As to the legacy of the Commune, it seems 
to be assigned by Antliff to the stalwart 
social anarchism of such Neo-Impressionist 
painters of fin-de-siecle France as Paul 
Signac, Camille Pisarro, Lucien Pisarro, 
George Seurat, Maximillien Luce and 
Henri Edmund Cross. Theirs is certainly 
an important stream that flows from the 
wellsprings of the Commune, but the Neo- 
Impressionist “wandering” motif—which 
Antliff finds so fascinating that he names 
his second chapter after it—has literary 
antecedents. These can be traced from 
the phantasmic “otherness” of Charles 
M.3Xunn's Melmoth the Wanderer (1820), a 
gothic tale combining the legends of Faust 
and the Wandering Jew to the enduring 
popularity of Eugene Sue’s socialistic 
novel. The Wandering Jew (1845), who, 
as the archetypical marginalized outcast, 
is identified with the downtrodden and 
oppressed workers of the world. In fact, 
the motif of the Wandering Jew had been 
used by Courbet himself in a lost portrait 
of Jean Journet, the itinerant disciple 
of utopian socialist Charles Fourier. Or 
perhaps our starting point should be 
Courbet’s 1854 realist self-portrait. 

The Meeting in which he transformed 
the familiar image of the Wandering 
Jew as persecuted social pariah into a 
painting of himself as a combination of 
assertive vagabond and self-confident 
traveling artisan on the road to artistic 
independence. But all these go 
unacknowledged by Antliff 

Just how elastic is this category of the 
wanderer? Does it include Charles 
Baudelaire’s flaneur as well as the 
ragged dispossessed? After all, the poet 
and dandified aesthete Baudelaire does 
make a cameo appearance in Courbet’s 
painting The Studio, and Michael Bakunin, 
whose wandering ranged across the 
insurrectionary map of Europe, darkly 
hovers in the shadows. Both were on 
the barricades during the 1848 uprising 
which was not only in opposition to the 
Empire, but was directed against time 
itself as insurgent sharpshooters took 
aim at the clocktowers of Paris. If such 



|ch poetic revolutionary acts 
; to be acknowledged, where 
then is the poetry of the streets in this 
book? Where, oh where, is the voice 
of the poet? Where is revolutionary 
Romanticism when we need it mosil^ 









poetic revolutionary acts ought to be 
acknowledged, where then is the poetry of 
the streets in this book? Where can we find 
the rebellious insouciance of the barbed 
street argot used by the anarchist-oriented 
cabaret singers—the real Moulin Rouge of 
Bruant, Paillette and Rictus? Why not even 
include the bombastic performance of the 
anarchist Ravochol singing the 
“Pere Duchesne” on his walk to the 
guillotine, belting out the blasphemous 
words about cutting the priests in half, 
razing the churches, dethroning God 
and hanging the landlord? And where 
is Charles Maurin’s woodcut of Ravochol 
at the gallows? 

Where, oh where, is the voice of the 
poet? Where are Mallarme and the 
Symbolists (anarchists for all their 
aesthetic pretensions) to rock us in the 
Dionysian embrace of the unbridled 
imagination? Who needs Emile Zola’s 
pity when we have Baudelaire’s 
correspondences: the sound of color, 
the fragrance of thought? Through 
the historical haze I can see the artist, 
Toulouse-Lautrec, making an absinthe 
toast to those anarchist dandies Oscar 
Wilde and Felix Feneon, who are 
standing at his side in the decadent 
demimonde of Montmartre. And 
what of the bohemian environs of 
Montmartre, like the “floating world” 
of the Japanese printmakers whose 
work Lautrec so admired? Where are 
his unsentimentalized portraits of his 
friends among the lesbian can-can 
dancers and prostitutes, and of all 
the flotsam and jetsam of that declasse 
milieu? Why are they not featured 
here alongside his contributions to the 
anarchist reviews and the street posters 
of the day? 

Where is Max Blechman’s “revolutionary 
romanticism” when we need it most? What 
has become of Alfred Jarry, whose absurdist 
life was his major work, sadly reduced to 
being merely a “French satirist” in Antliff’s 
book. (More like French satyrist I would 
say.) Where is his obscene laughter which 
would later be an inspiration to Jacques 
Vache in carving a pataphysical path toward 
what would one day become surrealism by 
means of his own “umourous” attack on 
the Debraining Machine of militarism? And 
where is Vache’s jailbreak from the Bastille 
of “pohetic” aestheticism recorded? 

Jarry was a friend of Picasso in his 
anarchist days, when the Spaniard signed 
his paintings with the egoist “Yo.” Both 
were staunch anti-colonialists, which 


was evident in Jarry’s King Ubu and in ^ 
the fierce “primitive” masks worn by the 
prostitutes in Picasso’s groundbreaking Les 
Demoiselles d’Avignon. Though both artists 
are mentioned in a limited way in the Antliff 
book, where is their vigorous challenge to 
colonialism, or even Eurocentrism, in its 
pages? Its index includes neither word. Nor 
is the word “imperialism” to be found there 



a. This picture shows one child’s drawing of a bird 
before exposure to coloring books. 


b. Then the child colored a workbook illustration. 





c. Aiter coloring the workbook birds, the child 
lost creative sensitivity and self-reliance. 

Cnatiw Mental Growth 

by Victor Lowenfeld, MacMillan,197S.. 

either. Silence reigns with reference to the 
anti-militarist newspaper collages 
of Picasso’s anarchist years in Barcelona. 
Alas, no pre-World War I Bottle of Suze to 
be imbibed as an aperitif of refusal is 
available in the dry pages of this book. 

When faced with conscription, Picasso’s 
path was evasion and Vache’s was 
“desertion from within”? 

And what of Jarry and Picasso’s other 
anarchist friend, Guillaume Apollinaire, the 
coiner of the word, “sur-realisme.” Though 
he boldly challenged artists and critics alike 
to “speak in the present in the words of 
the future,” Apollinaire remained wedded 
to the literary aestheticism of the day, a 
stance which so irked Vache that he later 
would become Apollinaire’s arch antagonist. 
Yet if you look for the story of this historic 
confrontation in the Antliff book, you will 
not find it there. 


Flash to 1915, New York dada, and 
the chapter on “Obscenity.” Antliff’s 
focus is on Francis Picabia’s “object 
portrait” of a sparkplug, a sort of one¬ 
dimensional illustrated version of the 
dadaist “readymade,” which he wittily 
called Portrait of a Young American 
Girl in a State of Nudity. Enter fellow 
anarchist, Marcel Duchamp, the supposed 
inventor of the readymade. But can we 
even discuss readymades at this late date 
without reference to the outrageous 
dada presence of the Baroness Elsa von 
Freytag-Loringhoven in New York? Where is 
Baroness Elsa, the originator of the genre 
with her 1913 found object/readymade. 
Enduring Ornamenfl Why doesn’t Antliff 
take the opportunity to debunk, once and 
for all, the masculinist myth that it was 
Duchamp who invented the readymade 
with Fountain, a urinal which was 
androgynously and anonymously signed 
“R. Mutt,” yet was probably done, or at the 
very least inspired, by Duchamp’s intimate 
friend, the Baroness Elsa. Her readymade, 
God, also done in 1917 and signed in her 
own name, used a plumbing metaphor as 
well. In fact, seeing the two as sister pieces 
is corroborated by the Baroness’ prophetic 
remark, “America’s comfort—sanitation— 
outside machinery—has made America 
forget [its] own machinery—^body.” 

Upon reflection, the obscenity scandal 
surrounding Picabia’s Young American 
Girl pales in comparison to the obscenity 
charges leveled against a magazine to which 
the Baroness contributed her gender¬ 
bending scatological poetry. The Little 
Review. The editors of the Review were the 
confirmed anarchist Margaret Anderson and 
her cross-dressing lesbian lover Jane Heap. 
Together, these three women destabilized 
the gender norms of their day with no holds 
barred, especially the Baroness, whose 
sexual anarchy was the living embodiment 
of dada. As a radically dandified female 
flaneur, her body itself became a kind 
of readymade. She walked the streets of 
New York with a bald head dyed brilliant 
Vermillion, while wearing decontextualized 
industrial detritus, junk, found objects, 
shoplifted commodities stripped of their 
utilitarian function and conventionality, 
gilded vegetables (she preferred beets and 
carrots) and surrounded by an entourage 
of five dogs. From the rear, she could be 
recognized by the discarded automobile 
taillight she had once found in the gutter 
and fastened to her bustle. This bodily 
bricolage was a public performance of 
radical androgyny rather than a piece of 
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artwork to be displayed in a gallery, and the 
contrast couldn’t be clearer between her 
body festooned with organic vegetables 
and the male dada machine-centered 
fantasies of Picabia. 

Vache probably would have loved the 
Baroness’ outrageous dada performance of 
gender, but she scared the pants off poets 
Ezra Pound and William Carlos Williams, 
who didn’t have his sense of “umour.” 

Her own poetic rants appeared in 
Little Review, alongside an unabridged 
and sexually explicit serialized version of 
Ulysses by the young novelist, James Joyce, 
who considered himself a philosophical 
anarchist. For such crimes against sexual 
repression. The Little Review was duly 
censored and burned by the U.S. Post 
Office authorities, then brought to trial 
on obscenity charges in 1921, and finally 
shut down. Yet in his dada chapter on 
“Obscenity,” Antliff fails to mention 
The Little Review or the Baroness 
though they both had anarchist 
credentials, preferring to concentrate 
instead on Picabia, and to a lesser 
extent, Duchamp, at a time prior to 
their involvement with surrealism. 

Similarly, Antliff loses the opportunity 
to illuminate the sexual politics 
of anarchist art during the early 
years of the Russian Revolution by 
concentrating his attention on the 
rise and fall of Alexander Rodchenko 
rather than his fascinating wife, 

Varvara Stepanova. She only appears 
in his “True Creators” chapter as 
an adoring helpmate and, in the 
following “Death to Art!” chapter, 
as an apologist for the betrayal and 
co-optation of anarchist principles 
by her collusion in the false codification of 
Soviet constructivism as “anti-art.” We hear 
nothing of the ways that she challenged 
the gender norms of her day during her 
lifetime. Where is the Symbolist Stepanova, 
decadent and androgynous, or the neo- 
primitivist Stepanova, who, in her painting. 
Self Portrait, looks angrily at the viewer 
through a “primitive” mask reminiscent of 
those worn by the prostitutes in Picasso’s 
Les Demoiselles d’Avignonl And where 
is the “Frenzied Stepanova” as she was 
affectionately referred to by the poet 
Vladimir Mayakovsky? 

Even though Vasily ICandinsk)^ was so 
impressed with her work that he coined 
the term “varvaric art” to describe it, we get 
no insights as to what made it “varvaric” 
from Antliff While we sense the tragedy 
of Rodchenko in his conversion from 
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proud wearer of the anarchist pseudonym 
‘Anti” to compromised propagandist 
for the Soviet state, we are deprived 
of understanding Stepanova’s fall from 
anarchist grace. And, by the way, where 
is the Decadent bisexual diva, Ida 
Rubinstein, of pre-Revolutionary Russia 
who was prevented by the Tsarist 
authorities from dancing the seven veils 
in a production of Oscar Wilde’s Salome? 
Did she dance them for Romaine Brooks, 
the American painter who was her lesbian 
lover in Paris, or for her male lover, 
Gabriele D’Annunzio, at the temporarily 
autonomous Republic of Fiume? 

Given the omission of queer anarchy from 
the first five chapters of an eight chapter 
book, Antliff finally addresses the subject 
in Chapter 6, “Gay Anarchy,” by focusing 
a portion of the chapter on an openly gay 
anarchist couple, the poet Robert Duncan 


and the visual artist Jess Collins. With all 
of Duncan’s poetry to choose from, Antliff 
instead selects a prose article, “Reviewing 
View, An Attack.” The American magazine 
View had been started in 1940 by another 
“out” gay poet named Charles Henri 
Ford as a chic commercial magazine of 
avant-garde art, including surrealism. At 
this juncture, the chapter’s real purpose 
becomes clear. It is not primarily about 
gay anarchy but about Antliff’s desire to 
bash surrealism. Here Antliff unsuccessfully 
attempts to position Duncan as his cat’s 
paw, making him not merely a critic of View 
magazine, but of surrealism itself 

Questions abound in the mind of anyone 
reading this chapter with more than 
a cursory interest in surrealism. Why 
doesn’t Antliff let the reader know that 
View was not a surrealist magazine, but, 
rather, a “surrealist-influenced” magazine 


under Ford’s editorship? In fact, cultural 
historian David Roediger has characterized 
the magazine as having a “surrealism 
lite” approach. If Antliff realizes that 
Duncan was actually deeply influenced 
by surrealism himself, particularly in 
relation to Antonin Artaud’s writings about 
the peyote ceremony of the indigenous 
Tarahumara people of Mexico, he doesn’t 
let on. Why aren’t we made aware that Ar/fe, 
an anarchist magazine of the arts which 
Duncan compares favorably with View in 
his article, was produced by his Libertarian 
Circle comrade, Philip Lamantia, who 
himself was a surrealist poet? Antliff is 
careful to call Ford a “surrealist enthusiast” 
rather than a “surrealist.” However, he 
implies that Duncan’s critique oiView 
not only takes a potshot at what the San 
Franciso poet considers to be the “deviant” 
images portrayed in Ford’s magazine, but 
that this criticism is meant to be applied 
as an accusatory blanket statement to 
surrealism itself 

Antliff distorts the picture even 
further by resharpening that old 
saw with which he hopes to cut 
down surrealism: homophobia. Yet, 
whatever might be said about the 
homophobia of individual surrealists, 
the idea of surrealism is not any 
more homophobic than the idea of 
anarchism, even though some people 
who profess to being anarchists are 
homophobic. Moreover, while many 
anarchists would balk at scholarly 
research about anarchism that was 
strictly limited to the writing of non¬ 
anarchists, that is exactly what Antliff 
does in relation to his own research 
in surrealism, leading to his many 
omissions and misrepresentations in 
relation to the movement. Antliff’s ploy of 
using Duncan as a pawn in order to vilify 
surrealism for its supposed encouragement 
of a “homosexual cult” of “freakishness” is 
especially problematic. How can we take 
Antliff’s critique of surrealism seriously 
when it seems fueled more by his deep- 
seated contempt for that movement than 
any attempt to truly understand its many 
affinities with anarchism? 

Ford and surrealist Andre Breton had 
differences about more than sexual 
preference. While the latter identified 
surrealism with revolution, the former 
preferred the more reformist term “cultural 
renovation” for his magazine. The high 
point of Breton’s collaboration with View 
was the Oct-Nov 1941 issue which was 
entirely devoted to surrealism, and edited, 


“Might not the conversation have 
turned quite naturally to surrealist 
poet, Benjamin Peret, and his lover, 
the surrealist painter Remedios Varo, 
both of whom fought in the anarchist 
Nestor Makhno battalion of the Durruti 
Column during the Spanish Revolution 
(Civil War)?Yet, once again, Antliff’s 
antipathy towards surrealism prevents 
what might have been a fruitful 
discussion from occurring.” 







not by Ford, but by the Greek surrealist, 
Nicolas Galas. By the time of Duncan’s 
1947 attack on View, which Antliff makes 
the centerpiece of his story, Breton had 
already departed New York City for liberated 
post-war France the year earlier. As early 
as 1942, fed up with relying on View as a 
vehicle for surrealism because of its art 
market commerciality Breton had founded 
a full-fledged surrealist publication, VW, 
which was completely independent of Ford, 
with surrealist photographer David Hare 
as editor, and with Marcel Duchamp, Max 
Ernst and himself as editorial advisors. 

Had he bothered to do the math, 

Antliff would have realized that VW s debut 
issue predated Duncan’s attack on View 
by five years. It seems likely, then, that if 
Duncan had wanted to attack surrealism 
per se, or even target Breton specifically, he 
would have gone after VW, not View. 

In fact, one writer, among the few American 
surrealists who were published in VW was 
the 15 year-old poet, Philip Lamantia, later 
to be editor of the very same Ark magazine 
lauded by Duncan in relation to his 
critique of View. Yet, not only does VW 
not exist in Antliff’s book, but he actually 
blames View's orientation of “surrealism for 
consumers” on Breton, who emphatically 
disowned that approach. 

In this same chapter, Antliff notes that 
Duncan’s lover, Jess Collins, once was 
the student of an art teacher who he 
valued highly, the anarchist and Abstract 
Expressionist Clyfford Still. This insertion of 
Still into the story at this point seems to be 
aimed at making a distinction between his 
encouragement of Collins’ desire to apply a 
libertarian abstractionist aesthetic to the gay 
male body versus surrealism’s supposedly 
less salutary approach to homosexuality. Yet 
why is there no mention of the surrealist 
collages of Max Ernst, which Collins 
considered to be an important influence on 
his artistic development? Once again, queer 
anarchist issues seem to be subsumed 
into Antliff’s vendetta against surrealism. 
While it is indeed refreshing to see Abstract 
Expressionism associated in the book with 
the queer sensibilities of Jess Collins rather 
than the macho posturing of an art stud 
like Jackson Pollack, Antliff’s desire to erase 
all positive traces of surrealism from the 
Abstract Expressionist ledger cheapens not 
only the otherwise commendable inclusivity 
of this chapter, but demeans the entire 
book yet again. 

Moreover, nowhere in the volume is there 
any discussion of the influence of surrealist 
experiments in “pure psychic automatism” 


on the origins of Abstract Expressionism. No 
mention is made of the desire of surrealists 
to connect with the primal. Nowhere to 
be found is their great admiration for the 
creative work of indigenous peoples, which 
often quite fluidly travels back and forth 
between the real and the mythic realms. 

Such an approach to art, as to life, is in 
league with surrealism’s quest to break the 
artificial dichotomy between the dream 
and the social construct known as reality. 
Though this poetic concept is not anchored 
to an art world context, artists have, time 
and again, found it to be an impetus for 
their own creativity. 

The most prominent Abstract Expressionist 
painter, Jackson Pollack, had, before his 
days of glory, once interacted with Chilean 
surrealist painter, Roberto Matta, in New 
York, immersing himself in regular games 
of exquisite corpse as a way of unleashing 
the Marvelous. In fact, it was, in part, as 
a result of his first-hand exposure to the 
European surrealists temporarily forced 
into New York exile by the Nazis that 
Pollack arrived at the “action painting” style 
which was to make his reputation in the 
art world shortly after they had returned 
home. Though his liquid drip/splatter/ 
pouring techniques were clearly rooted in 
“pure psychic automatism,” their surrealist 
antecedents were publicly erased. Their 
European lineage went unnoted by both 
Pollack and art critics, like Charles Henri 
Ford’s old paramour, Parker Tyler, writing 
in View magazine, so as to market Abstract 
Expressionism as a distinctively American 
school of avant-garde art. Their ultimate aim 
was to shift the capital of the art world from 
Paris to New York. 

Once this Americanization process was 
completed. Abstract Expressionism soon 
began to be used as an ideological weapon 
in the Cold War, and, by the Sixties, its 
cliched tropes had become the staple fare 
of collegiate art departments all across the 
country. In Antliff’s chapter, “Breakout 
From The Prison House of Modernism,” we 
get a first hand account of the frustrating 
and disempowering results of this 
development on one New York art student. 
As a refreshing change from Antliff’s 
authoritative voice as art historian, we are 
treated here to a lively email interview 
which he conducted with anarchist graphic 
artist Susan Simensky Bietila. In it, she tells 
her personal story of the way in which her 
art teachers at Brooklyn College sought to 
discourage her desire to create politically- 
engaged art during the early days of the 
Vietnam War, when McCarthyism still hung 



heavily in the air. This was a time when 
academia’s emphasis was on the apolitical 
formalist concerns of abstractionism as 
exemplified by her assigned “mentor,” Ad 
Reinhardt, who, though he was politically 
opposed to the war, did not believe in 
mixing politics with art. 

One wonders what would have transpired 
if Bietila’s mentor had been more like Jess 
Collins’s teacher, the anarchist Clyfford 
Still? Would she have seen Abstract 
Expressionism in a different light as a 
result of his example? Might she have 
explored its connections with surrealism 
or been exposed to surrealism’s affinities 
with anarchy or the art work of surrealist 
women? Most importantly, would she 
have been encouraged by Stills, precisely 
because of his anarchism, to devise her 
own unique approach to developing the 
linkages between art and anarchy in her 
work. Unfortunately, Reinhardt was not 
that kind of teacher. Instead, he was not 
averse to publicly dismissing an historic 
anti-war mural like Picasso’s Guernica as 
“just a cubist/surrealist painting of some 
kind.” At this point we might question why 
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Antliff fails to follow-up Bietila’s mention of 
Reinhardt’s callous dismissal of Guernica 
with some questions for her about whether 
the knowledge of Picasso’s association with 
surrealism and Spanish anarchism might 
have offered her some additional insight 
into both the painting and her own art. 
Might not the conversation have turned 
quite naturally to surrealist poet, Benjamin 
Peret, and his lover, the surrealist painter 
Remedios Varo, both of whom fought in 
the anarchist Nestor Makhno battalion of 
the Durruti Column during the Spanish 
Revolution (Civil War)? 

Yet, once again, Antliff’s antipathy 
towards surrealism prevents what might 
have been a fruitful discussion from 
occurring. In fact, his obvious disdain 
for surrealism goes so deep that in 
his 2007 pamphlet. Unleashing The 
Imagination: An Anarchist Tour of the 
National Gallery of Canada, he happily 
contextualizes the Quebec Automatists of 
Refus Global (Total Refusal) as anarchists 
while decontextualizing their strong 
ties to surrealism. By withholding such 
information on the creative interplay of 
anarchism and surrealism from his readers, 
Antliff seems to be doing to surrealism 
just what he accuses the National Gallery 
of doing in relation to anarchism and just 
what Reinhardt did in his day at Brooklyn 
College. As to Bietila, is it any wonder that 
modernism without surrealism would seem 
like a prison house to her? 

Even the Provos with whom she later 
hooked up in Amsterdam had connections 
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with the English surrealist, Charles 
Radcliffe. His Heatwave magazine was 
modeled after The Rebel Worker, which 
had been produced by a collective of 
young radicals of her own age in the 
States who would soon go on to form 
the Chicago Surrealist Group. And one of 
them, Penelope Rosemont, like Bietila, had 
been involved in Students for a Democratic 
Society (SDS) during those exciting days. 

In any case, beginning with the Provos, 
this chapter of the book thankfully 
leaves the twin elitist outposts of higher 
education and the art world in the dust, 
and immerses us in the sprawling anti¬ 
authoritarian politics of the New York City 
counterculture of the Sixties and Seventies. 
With Bietila as our trusted guide, we move 
freely from the Provos to the Yippies to 
SDS and from the Rat to the Guardian. 
Later, in her story, we touch down in the 
midst of Active Resistance, World War 3 
Illustrated and the Drawing Resistance 
Traveling Art Show. Bietila’s passionate, 
candid and insightful comments here, 
and throughout the entire chapter, are a 
breath of fresh air in what is otherwise an 
unnecessarily stifling book. 

The final chapter, “With Open Eyes: 
Anarchism and the Fall of the Berlin 
Wall,” actually has very little directly to 
do with the crumbling of the Wall, but 
for the first time the book enters into 
the realm of music. For Antliff, this rather 
predictably, means the music of the 
seminal anarchist punk band. Crass, and 
the powerful collages and posters which 
Gee Vaucher did in conjunction 
with their records. Good-o, but 
where might you ask is African 
diasporic music in the Antliff 
book? The anti-authoritarian 
influences of hip hop, reggae, free 
jazz, and Afrobeat on anarchist 
culture go unremarked. In fact, 
the only reference to black 
people in the entire book is a 
disparaging comment about the 
Black Panthers. Though the latter 
is an understandable anarchist 
critique of their perceived 
authoritarianism, since it stands 
alone as the only reference to 
black culture in the whole book, it 
is disconcerting to say the least. 

Where is the Nigerian originator of 
Afrobeat, the late Fela Anikulapo 
Kuti in this book? An examination 
of Fela’s politically-charged music 
,and his legendary autonomous 
zone, the Kalakuta Republic, would 
have been a nice touch. According 


to one of his biographers, Michael Veal, 
Fela’s cultural resistance reveals an 
“anarchism ultimately opposed to all 
forms of authority, hierarchy and official 
organization.” And, like Vaucher’s role with 
Crass, the full color collages and posters 
of Gharioki Lemi represent a staggering 
combination of devastating political satire, 
gut-wrenching images, and provocative 
messages from the Seventies and Eighties 
pan-Africanist milieu. In fact, Fela’s life and 
music were scandalous, irreverent, and, as 
Trevor Schoonmaker has put it, “inherently 
punk.” Sadly, Antliff fails to conceptualize 
the DIY militancy of puqk as a quality that 
exists beyond artificially constructed racial 
and musical genre boundaries. This is a 
lost opportunity to broaden the scope of 
what is thought of as “anarchist music.” 

But, of course, even without the punk 
analogies, Fela’s music and Lemi’s artwork 
stand together as one of the great anti¬ 
authoritarian collaborations of all time. 

Of Antliff’s other choices for the last 
chapter, the wondrous collages of Freddie 
Baer are duly noted, but where are the 
visual feasts cooked up by collagist James 
Koehnline and what of the hearty black 
humor of his fellow collagist, Winston 
Smith, both of whose art work has been 
widely disseminated in relation to the 
magazines, books, and recordings of the 
anarchist milieu and both of whom have 
surrealist affinities as well? Instead, the 
remainder of the chapter is spent on the 
late Richard Mock, a political printmaker 
to whom Antliff has staked his claim as an 
anarchist art historian. Here Mock is made 
to play Courbet to Antliff’s Proudhon. 

In the end, it is the last sentence of the 
book in which Antliff explains Mock’s prints 
that is most revealing of the book as a 
whole: “Critiquing oppression while calling 
attention to the anarchic potentialities 
within society, they prefigure a world of 
possibilities in which each and every one of 
us are the index of reality’s radicalism.” As 
a counter vision, I would like to propose a 
geography of autonomy which cannot be 
indexed by the confines of reality, where 
impossibility is the demand, oppression 
and alienation are the starting points of 
resistance, and where the discovery that 
our creative potentialities are not limited to 
the art world is cause for joyous outbursts 
of anarchic laughter as we cut loose the 
drunken boat of art from its miserablist 
moorings and set it adrift in a sea of 
dreams, propelled freely by the astonishing 
winds of unexpected adventure. 










































Albert Cossery ! Subversion by irreverence and ridicule 

Anarchist Albert Cossery’s books are the most irreverent that I’ve ever read, ridiculing those in power, the police, the wealthy, and the 
stupidities of our industrial society Everything our puritanical society deems important—material wealth, ambition, proper conduct, 
hard work, university degrees, progress—is ridiculed in his novels, most of which are set in Arab countries (especially Egypt). He mocks 

bourgeois materialism, consumerism, and productivity while 
reserving his sympathies for the lowlife: street-corner layabouts, 
hashish dealers, petty thieves, beggars, confidence tricksters 
Q'shuttaf' in Arabic), and bandits. His main characters’ goals in life 
are the pursuit of happiness; they have no ambition other than 
procuring amusement from observing the actions of those around 
them, and experiencing pleasure. Working is abhorred, and, of 
course, they are often suspected by the authorities of subversion. 
(Apparently this anti-work sensibility is a trait shared by the author 
himself: when an interviewer asked Cossery why he had only 
produced eight novels in sixty years, he proclaimed that laziness 
was a virtuous form of meditation and contemplation.) 

Albert Cossery, born on November 3, 1913 in Cairo into a wealthy 
family received the education of those in his social class, going 
to a French school and thus becoming familiar with French 
literature and writing in French. During World War II in British- 
occupied Cairo, he fell in with Jama’at al-Fann wa’al-Hurriyah, a 
group of European anti-fascist exiles and Arabic surrealists that 
experimented with modern ideas and creative methods. But in 
interesting ways, his novels also tap into a long-standing tradition 
in classical Arabic literature centering around cunning vagabonds 
and conniving gate-crashers, except Cossery gives them a 
contemporary anarchist twist. For example, Cossery’s fifth novel. 
La violence et la derision (1965), details a series of bold, seditious 
pranks made by a laidback revolutionary pacifist against a brutal 
dictatorial regime; a reviewer for the Parisian \ouvn2i\ Anarchisme 
et non-violence applauded the book for its meditations on 
“the human qualities that we hold dear: a sense of irony, non¬ 
conformism, a taste of freedom, and a love of life.” 

In 1940, Henry Miller helped him publish his first work in English, 
a collection of short stories entitled Men Forgotten By God. 

Two of his excellent novels. The Lazy Ones (1952) 2 ind Proud 
Beggars (\9SV)2iVG also available in English. It’s unfortunate that 
only two of Cossery’s novels have been translated into English, 
and I’ve been told that they’re expensive—hopefully public and 
university libraries carry them. People who can read a language 
Albert Cossery, Paris 1997 other than English will probably be able to find all of Cossery’s 

works; the anarchist bookstore in Montreal, L’Insoumise, carries all of Cossery’s books in French. The bookstore can be contacted at 
anarchistefestival@yahoo.ca or by regular mail by writing to my attention at Fifth Estate. 


S. Laplage 


Without a Glimmer of Remorse, by Pino Cacucci, translated hy Paul Sharkey, 
illustrations by Flavio Costantini, 2006, Christie Books/Read and Noir, 364pp. 

Read and Noir is the anarchist crime fiction imprint of anarchist Stuart Christie’s publishing collective; it’s an intriguing idea that 
deserves to be supported and I look forward to future titles. Back in 2005, Read and Noir put out an English-language translation (also by 
Paul Sharkey) of Pedro de Paz’s murder mystery/political thriller The Man Who KilledDurruti. This time around, it’s Pino Cacucci’s 1994 
fictionalized biography of anarcho-bandit Jules Bonnot (1876-1912), the pre-First World War burglar, counterfeiter, car thief, cop-killer, 
and bank robber who was the most wanted man in France at the time of his death. (Interested readers may enjoy Bernard Thomas’s La 
Bande a Bonnot [1967] and Richard Parry’s The Bonnot Gang [1987], two of the best non-fiction histories of that affinity group.) 

The Bonnot gang’s crime wave through Belgium and France in 1911 was remarkable in its time for its use of repeating rifles and 
automobiles. Police had never dealt with automatic gunfire or getaway cars before and they were flummoxed; the press often seized 
on this angle to hysterically paint the gang as an unstoppable league of futuristic anarchist super-villains. Bonnot had learned to be a 
truck mechanic when he had been drafted into Army, and it was also there that he learned how to use firearms; when he got out, he 
worked odd jobs doing car motor repair and chauffeuring the wealthy before he put his training with the State’s weapons and his bosses’ 
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automobiles to use in his open rebellion against society. 

He was finally cornered in a house in a Paris suburb in 1912 by more than 500 police, soldiers, firemen, and citizen-vigilantes. The Paris 
police chief ordered the house dynamited, and the cops dug Bonnot’s unconscious body out of the rubble before shooting it a dozen 
times. Soon enough, the rest of the affinity group was gunned down or caught, and survivors were either sent to prison or guillotined. 

And, as usual, the authorities used the excuse of going after co-conspirators and sympathizers to crush any and all proletarian organizing 
activism in France and Belgium. But like the mythologized Pretty Boy Floyd of the US Dust Bowl twenty years later, Bonnot remained an 
idealized folk hero among the poor and working class despite his sensationalistic extra-judicial execution—during the wild days of May 
1968, for instance, some strikers wheat-pasted Bonnot’s picture on the outside walls of banks in Paris. 

Still, because of his thrilling form of self-rebellion, Bonnot also has served as a lightning rod for debates over anarchist illegalism. Illegalism 
was the position taken by some who felt that criminal acts (arson, theft, and assault) against middle-class families and their ruling 
institutions were an effective means of insurrectionary agitation. At the turn of the Nineteenth Century in France, Belgium, Italy and 
Switzerland, anarchist periodicals regularly urged readers to partake in everyday acts of illegalist class warfare by forging checks, embezzling 
from work, picking pockets, ‘‘dining and dashing” from upscale restaurants, and vandalizing private property. However, following the 
death of Bonnot and the subsequent police repression, mainstream reformist socialist parties and labor syndicalists slammed illegalism as 
irresponsible and counter-revolutionary terrorism, saying that such crimes merely imitated the mentality of greedy, self-serving capitalist 
individualism, and therefore they were wholly disconnected from the workers’ struggle. For their part, many anarchists bitterly complained 
that illegalism was as violently coercive and immoral as the criminal acts committed by police and governments, also adding that the State’s 
repressive reaction to them made life difficult for everyone involved in struggles against the government, illegalist or not. 

Some stubborn Stirnerite egoists and other ultra-leftists have countered those charges by pointing to the primacy of autonomy and 
spontaneous mass action in illegalist activity. They argue that what the bourgeois justice system characterizes as “crime” and “threats to 
the public order” are sometimes actions of 
individual expropriation and reclamation, 
and that, under most circumstances, 
crimes committed for the sake of one’s 
own desire are just as valid as any explicitly 
revolutionary actions that were more easily 
rationalized with ideology. 

Cacucci’s novel is obviously an attempt 
to defend Bonnot’s anarchist illegalism. 

Cacucci’s pointedly uses Bonnot’s hard life 
as a brutalized and exploited metal worker, 
factory worker, miner, and soldier to explain 
his attraction to anarchy, and he does an 
effective job of realistically rendering the 
dead-end existences of the workers in 
early 1900s Europe in a way that makes 
illegalist anarchy seem the only possible 
solution. Cacucci explains this all in a flat, 
simple style of writing that, while explicitly 
political, is very accessible to readers. 

Cacucci’s book also makes an argument 
for the continued relevance of Bonnot’s 
illegalism today, as the disputes among 
anarchists about direct action obviously 
continue in our so-called post-9/11 
world—at the time I was reading Without a 
Glimmer of Remorse, some comrades here 
in Wisconsin and Minnesota were paying 
very close attention to the next round of 
grand jury subpoenas being issued as a 
result of the FBI’s ongoing “Operation: 

Backfire” crusade against environmentalists 
suspected of being ELF and ALF eco- 
saboteurs. In the near future, as the Green 
Scare police tactics ratchet-up and the 
late-capitalist catastrophes worsen, I expect 
that the century-old ideas and themes that 
Cacucci writes about to become even more 
pressing and pertinent. 



Don LaCoss 











The Tragic Death 

of 


by Vermillion Sands 


We here at Fifth Estate feel that a few words of remembrance 
are necessary to mark the passing of “Smiling General” Suharto. 
Beginning in 1967, this brutal terrorist’s “New Order” military 
regime was as vicious as the similarly well-funded US client-state 
dictatorships of Saddam Hussein, Augusto Pinochet, and Shah 
of Iran. His government was a particularly spectacular showcase 
of nepotism and cronyism that rivaled that of Ferdinand Marcos 
thanks to hundreds of millions of Cold War dollars in US aid and 
crazily lucrative exclusive corporate concessions (with Chase 
Manhattan Bank, US Steel, British American Tobacco, General 
Motors, ICI, and a number of US petroleum combines) that allowed 
his closest friends and family to build monopolies and amass 
fortunes. Almost all of Indonesia’s current environmental disasters 
can be linked directly to the Suharto ruling clique’s industrialized 
pillaging of the archipelago. When he was finally forced from power 
in 1998 after the Pacific Rim economic crisis, Suharto had hoarded 
away more than $10 billion in personal wealth in foreign bank 
accounts, an inconceivable amount of money equivalent to more 
than 10% of Indonesia’s total foreign debt. 

Suharto’s kleptocratic regime was an impressive display of corruption that was 
matched only by its relentless bloodthirstiness. He rose to prominence in 1949 (after 
spending World War II fighting alongside the occupying Imperial Japanese army) by 
ruthlessly crushing a rebellion in South Sulawesi during Indonesia’s independence 
struggle against the Dutch. He came to power less than two decades later on a wave 
of mass murder and hysterical paranoia directed against Indonesia’s Communist Party 
that led to the state-sanctioned murder of between 600,000 and 1 million people—in 
a leaked report, the CLA called it a period of “the worst mass murders of the second 
half of the 20th century,” and they would know. Untold hundreds of thousands 
more enemies of all political stripes were imprisoned without trial, banished as 
internal exiles to desolate corners Indonesia, or disappeared into penal colonies 
and labor camps where rape, torture, medical neglect, and starvation were the 
standard amenities. (Many experts believe that the blowback from Suharto’s violent 
suppression of Muslim communities during that period explains the sharp rise of 
violent Islamist extremism in Indonesia in recent years.) Anti-communism was also the 
excuse used for the ethnic cleansing of Chinese in Indonesia which ebbed in intensity 
right up until 1998. 


One day after meeting with US President Gerald Ford and his Secretary of State 
Henry Kissinger in December 1975 at which he was given the green light for “rapid or 
drastic action” against East Timor, Suharto’s army invaded and ended up butchering 
200,000 people during its occupation. (Mention should also be made of Kissinger’s 
connection with the Freeport copper mining company in Papua New Guinea whose 
interests are currently being protected by the Indonesian army to the tune of 10,000 
dead Papuans.) The atrocities in East Timor (especially the mass slaughter of civilians 
in 1991 killings in a cemetery in Dili) brought increased international scrutiny and 
condemnation of Suharto’s government despite the best efforts of US presidents 
to protect it. Ultimately, all efforts to try Suharto for genocide and crimes against 
humanity have failed because of his deteriorating health. 

The saddest and most tragic thing about Suharto’s death on January 26th is that it 
came about four decades too late. We invite Fifth Estate readers to join us in pissing 
on his grave. 
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Javanese shadow-puppet of Queen Draupadi, 
a character in the Mahabharata epic 


















- In July 2008, heads of the states that monopolize two-thirds of Earth’s 
"wSlThjs^ll gather a^Toya^^^jg^gklcaido, Japan. Although the so-called 
“Group of (G8) does not have any legidniate right for deciding planetary affairs, 

1 driven neo-liberal 

at the sam^time as gpHfflrig^verty, violence, hatred, segregation, and 
^ enviror™itol destruction. ^ ^ 

At a very critical moment of world capitalism during the 1970s, the GB was established to form 
, a consensus among the imperialist nation-states. Ever since, it Mstecon^^ie^rnerstone 
I of the neo-liberalist globalization that we are confronting. Th^“^||gpy^ '' 

short of finding out the most convenient means of driving global fifffiictaliz^ton, privatization, 

. - commercialization, and militarization and of camouflaging these processes as if they w^re for the 

mk public well-being. 

W In the past the G8 has expressed concerns about human rights and poverty. German Chancellor 

9 Angela Merkel stressed the need for a human-faced globalization. But then, who is it that 

violates human rights on the pretext of the “fight against terrorism”? Who is it that is eliminating 
public education the world over? Who is it that privatizes almost all the resources left for humanity—land, 
water, and food—and preys on the increasing global poverty? Who is it that produces and exports more 
than 90% of the world’s weaponry? At the 2007 summit in Heiligendamm, one of the main themes was the 
poverty in Africa, but what they proposed as a measure to combat it was, shockingly, the deregulation of investment in 
Africa. From its behavior we have learned that for the G8, even human rights and poverty are just another opportunity 
for capitalists’ expropriation. 

At the Toya Lake summit in 2008, the main theme will be environmental problems. What a deceit! It is the G8 that 
ravages the natural resources of the world—even resorting to arms—and discharges more than 40% of the planetary 
carbon dioxide, hence instigating climate changes. Shinzo Abe, the former prime minister of Japan who had planned 
on hosting the 2008 summit, invented a vain slogan—“Invitation to the Beautiful Stars”—which proposes the exportation of nuclear power 
plants to developing countries and nothing that counters capitalist interests or works for true, enduring development. 

We are no longer silent. Neither do we intend to make a petition for a better G8 through conversation. By way of direct action, we will 
demand the termination of 2008 Toya Lake Summit and the decomposition of G8. Also we will demand the immediate liquidation of Prime 
Minister Yasuo Fukuda’s Liberal Democratic administration of Japan, the sole participant in the G8 from Asia. 


The Fukuda administration is in the midst of pushing for neo-liberalist reforms and the fortification of the security-state in Japan, while 
persisting in sending troops to Iraq as a simple-minded follower of the US strategy for its global military rule. At the same time, its main 
objective is to amend Japan’s constitution in order to complete the long-lasting ambitions of imperialist Japan. Thus, to thwart the 
ambitions of Fukuda’s Liberal Democratic administration is no longer a concern of Japan alone, but a must for the struggle against the neo- 
liberalist expansion and militarization in the entire Asian region. Our objective to terminate G8 is inseparable from these regional tasks. 

We appeal to you, all the people struggling in different regions of the world, to join No! G8 Japan in July 2008 in Toya Lake, Hokkaido 
Japan. We consider our project as a continuation of the planetary anti-G8 struggles. We seek to add a new phase of it in the Far East. Let 
us organize together the widest possible global network and create an unimaginably varied, rich, and powerful spectacle of struggle. By 
so doing, let G8 know that a world that is totally different from the one driven by the capitalist principles—a world that is based upon the 
principles of autonomy, mutual aid, and bottom-up decision-making—is possibte.^ 

to learn more about the **No G8*’ infotour of Europe and North America in the coming months^ please visit: linux7.sanpal.co.jplno-gSI 
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For Pat 

the flat’ 

Halley 

“The layman Ho asked Basho: ‘What is it that transcends everything in the 
universe?’ (another version: ‘If all things return to the one, to what does 
the one return?’) 

“Basho answered: ‘1 will tell you after you have drunk up all the waters of 
the West River in one gulp.’ 

“Ho said: ‘1 have already drunk up all the waters of the West River 
in one gulp.’ 

“Basho replied: ‘Then I have already answered your question.”’ 

Our old friend Pat “the Rat’’ Halley was a man who could drink up all the 
waters of the West River in one gulp. 

* * * 

He was elemental, had a fierce and happy, but dark spirit. He was 
passionate and impulsive and intuitive. He had a violent temper, but 
he was mostly gentle. He came from a place and context that is not 
supposed to produce artists or visionaries—a rough and tumble, working- 
class Detroit background. But Detroit is also known to produce such 
people, both in spite of what it is and because of what it is. Pat’s raw, 
idiosyncratic, chaotic creativity produced a kind vital, madcap “wild 
wisdom” in storefront theaters, parks, and on the street—the kind of 
things for which Detroit has become famous. 

* ♦ * 

The roaring of lions, the howling of wolves, the raging of the stormy sea, 
and the destructive sword are portions of eternity too great for the eye of 
man, wrote Blake. It was clear to those who knew him that there was no 
small portion of these things in Pat. 

Blake was of course also announcing the arrival of Romanticism. We 
were living in some late stage of the Age of Romanticism in the 1970s, 
full of the spirit of Blake, and of the rebels and dandies, the dadas and 
surrealists, the situationists and the modern rebels who considered 
themselves realistic in demanding the impossible. Pat was a part of that 
heyday, gave it spark and color. His intuitive celebrations of madness and 
defense of so-called mad people, his faith in the virtues of childhood 
and the creative energy of children, his primitivism and respect for 
primitive and tribal peoples, his celebration of nature and wild animals, 
his resistance against regimentation and domestication, his comedic 
craziness containing a spiritual sense of the unity of life in all its energy 
and asymmetry—these were all romantic sensibilities. He had not gotten 
them from books—though, like Whitman, he’d read more books than he 
let on in those days. But these impulses were natural to him. He was one 
of the most natural anarchists I ever knew. He was pure lightning. 

In fact, I first met Pat in the midst of a thunderstorm, amid great claps 
of thunder and flashes of light. The first time 1 saw him he was up in a 
cottonwood tree, in a field in Macomb County behind some new housing 
at the frontier where the city was grinding up farm and forest. He was 
laughing and howling at the storm, a young Zarathustra Lakota heyoka 
shaman, the way a nineteenth century poet might tie himself to a tree by 
the sea shore to witness the power of a hurricane. 

* * * 

All of Pat’s adventures seemed to push at frontiers, and against a 
civilization that was working inexorably to turn men, wc^men, and 
children into machines. He resisted enclosure and challenged laws, 
written and unwritten. Wherever freedom made its claims, Pat was near, 
or at the center of the action. He wrote for the Fifth Estate, published 
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books of poetry, and worked in several theater troupes, organizing a 
rough, spontaneous, proletarian theater of cruelty in the Primitive Lust 
Theater and the Freezer Theater, in the vernacular and spirit of down- 
and-dirty Detroit. At his plays, usually leavened with wrestling matches, 
one could typically see a Saturday-night slam-down between the Devil or 
the Marquis de Sade and an unusually large and hairy nun. 

As Diane Polish, another friend, remembered, Pat wrote most of the 
plays, “but other talented people contributed plays and skits. Probably 
the most famous production was a satire on the Jonestown mass suicide 
(when Jim Jones, and followers of his religion committed suicide—or were 
forced to kill themselves—by drinking poisoned Kool-Aid) At the end of 
the performance, we offered Kool-Aid to the audience, but few availed 
themselves of the free refreshment. Another great piece was the one in 
which Pat led the audience through the alleys of the Corridor, with actors 
popping out from behind trees and trash bins.” 

* * * 

No wonder he chose as his totem animal the rat—a resilient, resourceful 
mammal living by its wits in the cracks of civilization, a clever outsider 
vilified for being what the bourgeois civilization that fears it is—a plague. 

In a more ceremonial, ecstatic culture like that of the American Indians, 
whom he admired, he would have been a sacred clown, simultaneously 
opening fissures in daily life to the mysteries, and challenging and 
laughing at the mysteries, too—keeping the balance in imbalance. He was 
so much in the two worlds, or the many worlds. 

As Dirty Dog the Clown, he chose another pariah animal to mock 
the hypocrisies and injustices of the modern world. He seemed to be 
following the path of the pre-Socratic philosopher Diogenes, who as a 
slave was far freer than his masters, and who had mocked the civilization 
around him as vanity, once declaring, “They treated me like a dog, so I 
pissed on them.” 

We would go to those performances, watching him sing and bark and 
croak and pronounce, cooking up some sly commentary—“In case of 
nuclear war,” he once advised, “make sure to take the stairs”—while 
blowing madly on his harmonica, as his goofy harangues bubbled forth, 
sometimes falling flat but not infrequently exploding into an implausible 
utterance of genius. And we would ask ourselves, as we shivered in the 
cold air of the unheated Freezer Theater in the winter or broiled there in 
the summer, how did he pull that off? 

* ♦ * 

He made fun of his friends, too, of course. Sylvia Inwood told us that 
once she was at the headquarters of the White Panther Party while some 
addled naifs were sitting, passing the Red Book of Chairman Mao around 
and reading from it. Pat got into the circle and, taking the book and 
pretending to read, started making up completely ludicrous quotations, 
such as “Women are sheep-like and must be treated as sheep....” as the 
cadres nodded approvingly, if less than comprehendingly. 

I can even now hear his voice, saying, “Man, ain’t that a load a shit.” Good 
rat that he was, he could bullshit, too—especially if he was dealing with 
a cop or a boss. But Pat was no bullshitter. He practiced a kind of lunacy 
in the tradition of the old taoist and zen masters, taking risks for the sake 
of insight, or to carry out a gesture of freedom and human affirmation, 
or for the sake of his friends. But he was real—too real for his own good, 
perhaps—and he had a goodness in him that, combined with his sense of 
daring and playfulness, could be a danger to him. 

In 1973 a pudgy rich kid calling himself the Guru Maharaji was touring 
the country pretending to be a god and “Lord of the Universe” and 
promising to deliver world peace—for the price of one’s obedience and 
one’s money. He had sucked in his share of hippies and even former 
radicals. When they learned that he was going to be given the key to the 
City of Detroit, Pat and other friends met at the Bronx Bar across the 
from the FE offices to plot an attack. After the presentation at the City 
Council chambers, Pat approached wearing an imbecilic grin and bearing 
a pizza box covered with flowers recovered from a funeral home, and let 
him have it with a shaving cream pie. It was planned well and it made the 
newspapers and then the national media. 

Divine laughter-1; Divine imposture-0. 








Pat later said he “had always wanted to hit God in the face with a pie.” But in 
that act he was actually defending the numinous and the possibility of divinity 
which—like his precursor Whitman, who also contained multitudes—he 
never separated from the reality and beauty of our animal body, from nature 
and our human nature, and from the simplest and most authentic acts of 
human liberty. He knew instinctively that we were not meant to be slaves, 
either to God or Master, and that some divinity deeper than divinity resides in 
us all. In fact, down deep, Pat had a deeply spiritual sense of the miraculous. 
His untamed, audacious disregard for pomp, for sanctimony, for authority, for 
the desire to accumulate wealth—none of this was ever cynical in the modern 
sense of the word. There was always an affirmation in it, of life and of love. 

In a statement he wrote at the time, he stated, “This should not be seen 
merely as a protest against this Guru, whom I consider a fraud, but also as 
a protest against 2,500 years of illegitimate religious authority.” Years later, 
in an Internet forum with former members of the cult, Pat wrote that local 
followers of the guru had told him “that the word was I was going to be a 
single-celled organism in my next life. My response? ‘Beats the hell out of a 
radioactive isotope.’” 

He had a blast mocking those who would exploit this reality and attempt 
to subvert and replace it with submission and slavery. It wasn’t his idea 
alone to pie the flimflam god as he made his way from City Hall to his Rolls 
Royce limousine. But it took courage and a reckless sense of selflessness, 
and yes, of divine play, to be the one to do it. And in doing so he became an 
early practitioner of what was soon to become a widespread, and admirable 
(and indeed, non-violent) anarchist form of propaganda of the deed—the 
bringing down of hated political and cultural figures with a well-placed pie. 

* * * 

Pat paid for this playful gesture, too, and nearly with his life—in part 
because he was at some moments so ingenuous, and so willing to see the 
best in people, when he should have been suspicious. Thus, not long after, 
he let himself be taken in by two of the guru’s operatives claiming to have 
broken away from the cult, and they attacked him with a hammer and left 
him for dead. He survived, but many of his friends wondered if that attack 
didn’t change him. 


Cass Corridor story, a Detroit story. A society based so much on meaningless 
work, on the unquestioning obedience to illegitimate authority, on the 
accumulation of money and power, and on a disrespect for the natural world 
does not treat its visionaries well, and this society eventually did Pat in. He 
was too proud, I guess, to ask us for the help he needed, and perhaps we 
could not have given him what he needed. Some men can only take so 
much beating down. 

In the end he was suicided by society, to borrow Antonin Artaud’s 
expression about Van Gogh—suicided by all the pressures with which this 
world can burden a man—the tribulations and death of his son, and legal 
problems and money problems brought about by accusations as absurd 
as they were vile, and including the prevarications of a rotten cop. That’s 
another Detroit story, and a Macomb County story, if there ever was one. 
Only a revolution could right this wrong. And so some of us will continue 
to value the possibility, however remote, that will turn this world back on its 
feet as it should be, with its head in the stars, so the whole world can know 
who this man really was. 

* * * 

Pat should have lived running barefoot, dropping bison on the prairie with a 
flint knife a thousand years before the white men arrived. But after years of 
being beaten down, this working class mystic and visionary cabbie was still 
unbowed, proud of what he had managed to do and what he had managed 
to survive, able to laugh at himself and at life, however sadly, even standing 
by the coffin of his own son, possibly the greatest blow imaginable to any 
man or woman. 

He was a poet, a mystic, a revolutionary, a comrade, a friend. His friends 
know who he was, and love him, and will remember him. He was a man 
who could and did drink up the whole of life in a single gulp. I drink to his 
memory now. 

—David Watson, November 2007 

For more on Pat Halley, see http;//corridortribe.com/obits/pat_halley.htm 
and http://www.peterwerbe.com/estate.htm . 



“The last time I saw him was when I called and insisted he come , 
to my home after he had been beaten,” wrote Dee Vickers to us. “I 
wanted to make sure he was really okay. He came over and we had 
an afternoon-long talk. He refused a lift home and the last I saw him, 
he was walking down the street. His zest for life seemed different 
after the beating. But his ability to show you different ways to look at 
life and his humor had not changed.” 

This judgment seems right. Life was hard on Pat, but he still had that 
spark. He moved away from the FE, occasionally giving us an article 
or sending a letter. He was too much of an individual even to work 
with a bunch of anarchists. 

Pat met Linda Zimmerman in the Fifth Estate office, and they j 

eventually married and had a son, Jesse. The marriage did not last, 
but Linda and Pat had finally become friends for the sake of their son 
and their grandchildren, and she praised him at his memorial as a 
true and good and generous friend. As Linda reminded us, people 
often found that if they admired something of Pat’s he was suddenly j 
forcing them to take it, and loading it into their car. 


Pat was impulsive, and passionate, and there was a roughness to his 
dharma bum beatitude like that situationist text with the sandpaper 
covers. He was destined to push and grind against the confines of his| 
covers, and those of others. As another old friend, Lowell Boileau, 
put it, “Pat was the classic round peg in a square peg world.” He 
could be a very good friend, and husband, and father, and comrade, 
but he could also be hard on the people around him, the people he 
loved and who loved him. Passion and asperity commingled in him. 

Ultimately, living in this world took its toll on Pat. He lived on the 
margin, making his living driving a cab, because he could maintain 
his sense of self there, and it gave him time to think, and to write. (In 
1994, he published a story on his experiences in The Detroit Times, 
titled “Wild Rides.”) But the margin was also hard on him—this is a familiar 


Pat Halley displays pie and flower bouquet camouflage shortly before The 
Guru’s testimonial 
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Remembering 

Jim Campbell 


Our longtime friend and comrade Jim Campbell 
died suddenly last September 17 of heart failure. 
He was 57 years old. Jim was a mainstay of the 
Toronto (and larger Canadian and international) 
anarchist community. Though we had not been 
in close touch lately we had a long political 
and personal relationship going back to 
the late 1970s, including political collaboration, 
correspondence, and visits in Detroit 
and Toronto. 


In the 1970s, Jim was involved in a variety of 
radical and counter-cultural activities, including 
political discussion groups, food coops, 
communal living, and radical printing and 
publishing. While living in Vancouver in the 
mid-1970s, he was a founder of the magazine 
Open Road, one of the most significant anarchist 
publications of that entire period, which focused 
on anarchist cultural issues as well as native 
struggles, ecology, prisoner support, and feminism. 

We met Jim and other Canadian friends through their typesetting 
and printing cooperative, Dumont Press Graphix in Kitchener, 
where Fredy and Lorraine Perlman would go to typeset Black & 
Red books. For many years, the FE and B&R also distributed the 
booklet he and other comrades at Dumont produced in 1979, Ideas 
for Setting Your Mind in a Condition ofDis*Ease, which in format 
and content was very much like the material B&R, the FE, and other 
antiauthoritarian projects were creating at that time. 


issue, Jim recounted that when he and others founded a rural 
anarchist communal farm in Ontario in the 1970s, “the farm 
floundered right from the beginning due to a lazy-faire attitude 
and middle class arrogance. With self-expression and ‘do-your- 
own-thing’ as the highest values, most communal members 
were unable to respond to the realities of a situation determined 
by an unrelenting hostile climate, and the cycle of the seasons. 
Having grown up poor and living-in-the-country it didn’t seem 
to be such a big deal to be back, poor, and living-in-the-country. 
I left totally disillusioned at the end of 1981, moved to Toronto 
permanently, cut my hair, and got a full-time job shortly after.” (See 
''Bulldozer-. 15 years and more,” in the issue, accessible at http: 
//www.prisonactivist.org/pubs/pns/about-bulldozer.html.) 

This was around the time we met him. What one has to like 
about the statement, rereading it today, is that it is the kind of 
thing, according to the typical scenario, that for some people would 
signal the end of radical commitment. For Jim, of course, it was 
a deepening of his radical, existential engagement. He didn’t 
fit the stereotypes. 

But cutting his hair and going to work hardly turned him into a 
sober, soulless militant. He worked hard on projects, but he had 
fun, and many a good laugh. The same Ontario Scots background 
that must have endowed him with his practical bent also was 
probably a source of his dry sense of humor. With a pragmatic 
and wry comment, Jim would often nail the practical absurdity of 
some claim or of an entire disagreement. In this way he was good 
at deflecting or deflating differences of opinion and reminding you 
of the larger view of life. 


Jim was fiercely honorable. He had a profound sense of 
responsibility to others. We had an abiding respect for his devotion, 
his years of service in the interest of the rights, freedom, and dignity 
of prisoners, both political and non-political, one of the most pariah 
groups in this society. We always admired Jim’s steadfastness. 
He was an active member of the prisoner support movement, 
eventually becoming the mainstay and publisher/editor of the 
newsletter. Bulldozer, the only vehicle for prisoner reform, and the 
Prison News Service, publications that came out doggedly for many 
years. (For an article on the project and interview with Jim, see http: 
//WWW. rrj. ca/issue/1996/spring/212/.) 

Another one of Jim’s commitments was his consistent, principled 
defense of and support for the Vancouver 5, anarchists arrested 
for the bombing of the Litton Systems plant, in Toronto, in 1982. 
Oim’s account and analysis of these events can be found at http: 
//www.hartford-hwp.com/archives/44/052.html.) He was also an 
organizer of the 1988 Anarchist Survival Gathering in Toronto. 

Jim had a sense of idealism and perspective and also a sense of 
practical reality and necessity. He was no pie-in-the-sky guy. While 
others might wax on about the glorious anarchist future, or argue 
over some theoretical nuance, he was likely rustling up food or 
gathering money to bail a comrade out of jail. In a movement 
where the most eloquent defenders of the Ideal could sometimes 
be just as likely to leave their tools out in the rain, Jim managed to 
speak clearly and humbly and also eloquently—while remembering 
always to attend to the practical needs of the community. 

Jim had grown up in a farm community in southern Ontario. 
In a history of Bulldozer written in the January-February 1995 


Perhaps parallel to his characteristic single, well-placed quip, was 
Jim s penchant for the much favored weapon among contemporary 
anarchists, the cream pie. He pied Canadian cabinet minister Marc 
Lalonde and, according to a mutual friend in Toronto, “some 
weird brain researcher from Spain named Calderon.” He also pied 
Eldridge Cleaver, after the former Black Panther had turned into a 
right-wing Christian prosperity cultist. When Jim pied Cleaver, our 
friend reports, “the Christians with Cleaver almost beat him up. He 
said he was relieved when the cops showed up.” One can hear him 
saying that with a laugh and unabashed sense of the irony. 

Jim was tough, he was upright, and he was full of life. He embodied 
the basic values we cherish—truth telling, solidarity, compassion, 
justice, practicality, humility, loyalty, friendship, a willingness to 
help. You knew that you could trust him completely, even with your 
life. You could trust him not only to think clearly and respond in the 
right way, but to be grounded and competent and reliable enough 
to get you through the hard times. 

In comments sent to the Toronto memorial, Lorraine Perlman 
recalled: “He was receptive to native Americans and their 
projects. He helped the incarcerated find their voices. He 
listened to women. Jim’s mind, heart, and body could do it all. 
It was a privilege to have known him.” 

All of us loved being with Jim Campbell. We thought we would 
have more opportunities to be with him. We already miss him, and 
will continue to miss him. The world will miss his good work, his 
insight, and his laugh. 

David Watson, December 2007 









the (0S(0 busan 
a shipping ship 

hit the bridge in the san francisu bay 
some weeks ago 
and - perhaps you’ve heard 
hundreds of birds - were oiled 
poisoned corroded 
bunker fuel’d 
well 

Monte ran the wash room 
and i became a rinser 
(convergent volunteers: 
flock weep work keep 
awake) 

hot jet under into each feather 
of each bird 
dawn cuts grease 
later then earlier each day 
close up right here 
waking dream life 
remedies 

lack of sleep 
steam 

bites 

feather condition 
waterproofing 
feet 



eyes 

lines 

death 

leakage 

slip 


buffleheads 

surf scoters 

the rhinoceros auklet 

double crested cormorants 

western grebes 

Clark grebes 

eared grebes 

horned grebes 

the pied billed grebe 

common loons 

pacific loons 

ruddy ducks 

scaup 

goldeneyes 
common murres 
brown pelicans 


release 
step look fly 
home into the world 
go! 


CB Surf Scoter 
By Laura Corsiglia 



you ask 

how tan there be 
war business war 
when 

it takes all you have 
to 

dare 

hold 

one wild animal 
by the beak 


55 










Erica A. Smith, On The Political Situation Experienced In Our Era 
Conlrary to the honeyed words of gentlemen, this Age oT I nipiie is a 
pestilenee upon every eontinent and soul, through eoloni/afion manilesi 
or implied. Rieh men from stone buildings wade blindl\ ihrough (he 
penniless on their way to the opera, at leisure after a da\ spent ploding 
wars aeross the seas; and though these gentlemen are exeel lent at 
imposing a world order, they are equally adept at eolom/mg (lie women 
who maintain their homes. 

All the while their attention is turned outwards, ami all (he while we ploi In' 
w ithin. Diseontent w ith the eomplex inaehinations t>l the impel lalisi state, \ 
build a system of eo-operation and autonomy Fed up with the hunger about 
us, we glean and tax the rieh. 




Tired of plavinu master or servant we work onlv as friends and lovers. 
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And when approached 
by the newspapers, how 
they look at us queerly 
when we tell them with 
open hearts, “Death to 
the Empire! No longer 
will we cower; we 
are all nobility! Your 
colonization of our 
bodies and hearts is an 
act of war!” 
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